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PREFACE 

npHIS book has been specially prepared for use in Evangelistic services. 
Particular attention is directed to the number of Hymns emphasizing the 
work of the Holy Spirit, and to the large number of selections adapted to the 
after meetings. 

The book has been carefully compiled, many of the hymns are familiar, 
a sufficient number are entirely new. The profits from the sale of Songs of 
Praise No. 1 will all be devoted to Evangelistic Work in needy fields. , 

The Committee, 
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Father, Again in Jesus' Name W6 Meet. 
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1. Fa • ther, a - gain in Je - sns' name we meet, And bow in 

2. Oh, we wonld bless Thee for Thy cease-less care, And all Thy 

3. A - las! un - wor - thy of Thy boundless love, Too oft with 

4. Oh, by that name in which all ful- ness dwells, Oh, by that 
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pen - i - teuce be-neath Thy fefet; 
work from day to day de - clare! 
care - less feet from Thee we rove; 
love whiclf ev - *ry love ex - eels. 
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!A. - gain to Thee onr *fee - ble 

Is not our life with hour-ly 

But now, en-cour-aged by Thy 

Oh, by that blood so free - ly 
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voi - ces raise, To sue for mer - cy, and to sing Thy praise, 
mer-cies crowned? Does not Thine arm en - cir - cle us a- round? 
voice, we come, Re-turn-ing sin - ners, to a Fa-ther*8 home, 
shed for sin, O - pen blest Mer-cy's gate, and take us in! 



Great God, We Come Before Thee. 



BFFIE S. BLACK. 
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JOHAN A. P. SCHULZ. 
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1. Great God, we come be - fore Thee, Thy pow*r and praise to sing; We 

2. We praise Thee for Thy pow er To res - cue from the fall, And 

3. Lord, haste the day, when, whol - ly Our wills are merged in Thine, Each 

4. May we be sub-jects loy - al. And con-quer as we go, Led 
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loy - al, 
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mag - ni - fy, a - dore Thee, Thou great, E - ter - nal King. Thy 

for that -sa - cred hour Thy great heart bled for all; For 

one a tern - pie ho - ly. Each heart a sa - cred shrine, Where 
by the Christ, Prince Roy - al. To van-quish ev - *ry foe; To 
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mig-es - ty, all -glo - rious, Is spread from star to star; Thy banner waves vic- 
mercies Thou art send - ing, Distilled like heav'nly dew, And for Thy love un- 
tapers brightly beam - ing Are light-ed from a - hove, And on - ly Thou art 
march in faith re-dun - dant, Re-claim-ing all Thine own, Un*- til we stand tri- 
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Chorus. 
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to - rious, Where'er Thypeo-ple are, 
end - ing For saint and sin-ner too. l.mw^«;n,« ;« ^ ♦^^ ««i rru„ 
woi8hiped,Thou great E - ter - nal Loye. f ^"^^ '«'«" " *•*«'- °*'' ^^^ 
um-phant, A-round Thy glorious throne. 
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Showers of Blessing. 



JENNIE GARENTT. 



JNO. R. SWENEY. 




1. Here in Thy name we are gath-ered, Come and re-vive us, O Lord; 

2. O that the showers of bless- ing Now on onr souls may de-scend, 

3. There shall be showers of bless- ing, Promise that nev - er can fail; 

4. Show-ers of blessing, we need them, Show-ers of bless-ing from Thee; 
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**There shall be showers of bless-ing'' Thou hast de-clared in Thy word. 
While at the foot-stool of mer- cy, Plead-ing Thy promise we bend. 
Thou wilt re-gard our pe - ti - tion; Sure - ly our faith will pre- vail. 
Show-ers of bless-ing, O grant them; Thine all the glo - ry shall be. 
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Chorus. 




O gra-cious-ly hear ns, Gra-cious-ly hear us, we pray: 

graciously hear us, / 
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Pourfrom Thy windows up-on us Show-ers of biess-ing to -day. 

y liOrd, pour upon us 




Copyright, 1888, by Jno. B. B^wmey. Hm&M V* 



8 



The Life Eyerlasting, 



Rev. HENBT ALFOBD. 



) Bev. J. B. DYKES. 




1. Ten ihon-sand times ^n thou -sand. In spark-ling rai - ment bright, 

2. What rush of al • le - la - ias Filla all the earth and sky! 

3. Oh, then what rap-tured greet-ings On Ca- naan's hap - py shore; 

4. Bring near Thy great sal • va - tion, Thou Lamb for sin - ners slain; 
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If 

The ar - mies of the ransomed saints Throng up the steeps of light: 
What ring - ing of a - thousand harps Be-speaks the tri-umph nigh! 
What knit - ting sev-ered friendships up, Where part - ings are no more! 
Fill up the roll of Thine e- lect, Then take Thy pow*r and reign: 
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'Tis fin - ished, all ia fin-ished, Their fight with death and sin: 

O day, for which ere - a - tion And all its tribes were made! 

Then eyes with joy shall spark • le,That brimmed with tears of late; 

Ap - pear, De-sire of Na - tions, Thine ex - iles long for home; 
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Fling o - pen wide the gold-en gates, And let the vic-tors in. 

O joy, for all its form-er woes A thousandfold re -paid! 

Or - phans no long - er fa-ther-less. Nor wid-ows des • o - late. 

Show in the heav'n Thy promised sign; Thou Prince and Savior, come. A- men. 




Hy Soul, Bless Tbon. 
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H. O. S. 



H. G. SMYTHi 




1. O mj 8onl,ble68 thou Je - ho- vah, All with-in me bless His name, 

2. Who redeems thee from de-stmc*- tion; Who with thee so kind- Ij deals; 

3. like the pit - y of a fa - ther Hath the Lord's compassion been; 

4. All throaghout His vast do- min - ion, Bless Je-ho-vah, O my sonl; 





Bless Je - ho - vah, and for - get not All His mer-cies to pro-claim. 

Who for-gives all thy transgressions; Thy dis - eas - es all who heals. 

Far as east from west is dis - tant He hath put a - way our sins. 

Bless Je - ho - vah, all His crea - tures Ev - er an • der His con - trol. 




Chobus. 




For as high as is the heav-en, Far a - bove the earth and sky. 
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Ev - er great to them that fear Him, Is the mer-cy He doth show. 

1 




^m^ 
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Bless the Lord. 



Not too slow. 



JAMES McGRANAHAN. 



UMUb VUU SK/W, JAJXLJiiD MCUKAJN AHAiN. 



1. O thou my soul, bless God the Lord, And all that in me is 

2. Bless, O my soul, the Lord thy God, And not for-get-fal be 

3. All thy in - iq - ni • ties who doth Most gra-cious-ly for - give: 

4. Who doth re-deem thy ii&, that thou To death ma^st not go down, 
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Be lift - ed up, His ho - ly name To mag - ni - fy and bless. 
Of, all Hisgra-cious ben - e - fits He hath be-stowedon thee. 
Wlio thy dis-eas - es all and pains Doth heal, and thee re - lieve. 
Who thee with lov- ing - kind- ness doth And ten - der mer-cies crown. 
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Ohobus. 
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* 'Bless the Lord, bless the Lord, Bless the Lord, O my soul, 

* 'Bless the Lord, bless the Lord, 




And all that is with - in me, Bless His ho 
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ly 



name. 
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Bless His ho - ly name.'' 
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Isaac Watts. 



Copjrlsbt, 1889, hj Junei MeOnnahan. Bj per. of United Pre4>7teriHi Board of Pablication. 

Praise to God. 



Andro Hart's Psalter. 




1. O God, our help in a - ges past. Our hope 

2. Un - der the shad-ow of Thy throne Thy saints 

3. Be - fore the hills in or - der stood. Or earth 

4. A thou-sand a - ges, in Thy sight, Are like 

5. Time, like an ev - er - roll - ing stream, Bear sail 



for years to come; 
have dwelt se-cure; 
re-ceived her frame, 
an evening gone; 
its sons a - way; 



Praise to God. Concluded. 
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Oar sl^el - ter from the storm - y blast, And our e - ter - nal home! 
Saf - fi,- cient is Thine arm a - lone, And our de- fence is sure. 
From ev - er - last- ing Thou art God To end-less years the. same. 
Short as the watch that ends the night, Be - fore the ris - ing sun. 
They fly, for - got - ten, as a dream Dies at the op - 'ning day. 
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We Praise Thee, God! 



Rev. WILLIAM P. MACKAY. 
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JOHN J. HUSBAND. 
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1. We praise Thee, O 

2. We praise Thee, O 

3. All glo - ry and 

4. AH glo - ry and 

5. Re - yive us a 



God, 

God, 

praise 

praise 

gain; 



for the Son of Thy 

for Thy Spir - it of 

to the Lamb that was 

to the God of all 

fill each heart with Thy 
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love, ^ 

light, 

slain, 

grace, 

love; 
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For Je - sus who died, and is now gone a - bove. 

Who has shown us our Sav - ior and scat - tered our night. 

Who has borne all our sins and has cleansed ev -^ *ry stain. 

Who has bought us, and sought us, and guid - ed our ways. 

May each soul be re - kin - died with fire from a - bove. 
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Choeus. 
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Hal - le - lu - jah! Thine the glo - ry, hal - le - lu • jah, a - men! 
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f[ia Mercy Flows. 



JAMES HcOBANAHAK 
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1. Oh, thank the Lord, the Lord of love, Oh, thank the God, all 

2. Whose wis - dom gave the heavens their birth, And on the wa - ters 

3. Who thought on ns a - midst oar woes, Who res -cued us from 
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gods a-bove; Oh, thank the might - y- King of kings,Who6e arm hath 

spread the earth; Who taught yon glo- rious lights their way, The ra - diant 

all our foes; Who dai - ly f^s each liv-ing thing; Oh, thank the 
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Ohobus. 




done such won -drous things; ) 

sun to/ rule the day; [• His mer-cy flows, an end-less stream, 
heaven's Al - might - y King. 
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To all © - ter - ni - ty the same, To all e - ter - ni- ty. 







To all e - ter - ni • ty, To all e - ter - ni • ty the same. 

C^l^ ^ ^ t 
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Oopjrlgbt, 1880, bj JamM MoOrtnahao. Used by per. of United PresbyttrUui Bowd qfrn b llfla t ton. 
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Crown Him with Many Crowns. 
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MATTHEW BRIDGES. 



Sir GEORGE J. ELYEY. 




1. Grown Him with man - y 

2. Crown Him the Lord of 

3. Crown Him the Lord of 

4. Crown Him the Lord of 



crowns, The Lamb np - on His throne; 
love! Be - hold His hands and side, — 
peace! Whose pow'r a scep-ter sways 
years, The Po - ten- tate of time. 
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Hark « how the heay'nly an-them drowns All mu-sic but its own! 
Rich wonnds. yet vis- i - ble a - hove, In beau-ty glo - ri - fied: 
From pole to pole, that wars may cease, Ab- sorbed in pray'r and praise: 
Cre - a - tor of all roll - ing spheres, In - ef - in - bly sub - lime! 





A • wake, my soul, and 
No an - gel in the 
His reign shall know no 
All hail, Ee-deem-er, 



1 



^%tttf T I f p ^ 



sing 

sky 

end; 

hail! 



Of Him who died for thee, 

Can ful - ly bear that sight, 

And round His pierc - ed feet 

For Thou hast died for me; 
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And hail Him as thy matchless King Thro' all e - ter-ni - ty. 

Bat down-ward bends his burning eye At mys-ter - ies so bright. 

Fair flow'rs of par - a - dise ex- tend, Their fragrance ev - er sweet. 

Thy praise shall nev - er, nev - er flail Throughout e - ter - ni - ty. 
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Since I Found My Savior. 



E. B. HEWITT. 

May be used as a Solo and Chorus. 



JNO. R. SWENEY. 




1. Life wears a dif - ferent face to me, Since I found my Sav - ior; Rich 

2. He sought me in His wondrous love, So I found my Sav - ior; He 

3. The pass-ing clouds may in - ter-vene, Since I found my Sav - ior; But 

4. A strong hand kind-ly holds my own, Since I found my Sav - ior; It 




mer • cy at the cross I see, My dy - ing, liv - ing Sav ■- ior. 
brought sai-va - tion from a - bove, My dear, Al-might - y Sav - ior. 
He is with me, tho' un-seen, My ev - er - pres - ent Sav - ior, 
leads me on -ward to the throne, O there V\\ see my Sav -ior. 




Gold - en sun-beams 'round me play, Je - sus turns my nights to day ; 
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Heav • en seems not far a - way, Since I found my Sav - ior. 
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AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY. 



Bock of Ages. 



THOMAS HASTINGS. 

FiTie. 




1. Rock of A - ges, cleft for me, Let me hide my - self in Thee; 
Z). C.-Be of sin the doub • le cure; Cleanse me from its guilt and pow'r. 
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Rock of Ages. Concluded. 



15 
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Let the wa • ter and the blood From Thj tIt • enildawhlohflowedi 
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2 Not the labors of my hands 
Can falfil Thy laws demands; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears forever flow, 
All for sin could not atone; 
Thon must save, and Thou alone. 

3 Nothing in my hand I bring; 
Simply to Thy cross I ding; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress; 



Helpless, look to Thee fbr graos; 
Foul, I to the fountain fly : 
Wash me, Savior, or I die! 

4 While I draw this fleeting breathi 
When my eyelids dose in death, 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 
See Thee on Thy Judgment-throne; 
Bock of Ages, clift for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee. 



Eternal God, to Thee. 



Bev. W. H. HOiXSE. 
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1. £ - ier-nal God, toTheelksBUyWBiBTkiMS^Mybeartlralfle.ByTbeewere 
& Tlie aaeglsrioftii IB li^tB^ietThia<iattigffcigh^ Their aotheins roll; I, too^Tby 
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^k^m^tm mtasj For I Thy BfiMnEire bear, Made, SA Thy lii^ to sbare, A living soul . 
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Z Tktwm^ aO Thy' wide domaiBS, 
Tby inn angrcmely ceigns^ 

Witk angris gnait in mig^t, 
Bdboa '&f tiinme of light, 
I wvi^ip Thee by right 
The Ein^of kings. 

4 Mart holy One and pnm, 
Sia am canst Thon endone^ 

Thou GocL of li^t; 
Bswed cfowa by sin and feast. 
X, lanHnbllng; now draw 
Ohswdudl Iwffpng 
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$ Tet, Sov'r^Ai, holy Loid, 
Relying oo Thy word, 

I boldly go; 
For Thon hast died tinp m«, 
From death to set me free. 
And make me. all tbroogh Thee, 

Whiter than snow. 

H Heneeforth my aim muflt be 
To pl^^ase Thee perfectly, 

Thon PSavior mine. 
Mym\f to Thee I give, 
The gift Thon wilt reivilv^^ 
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Some Day. 



Dr. viCTOB H. STALEY. (!Z%ree-part Song.) 



OHA& H. GABBIBU 







1. Some day *twiU all be o - yer— The toil and cares of life; Some 

2. Some day I'll see the man-sions Of hear- en's cit- y fair; Some 

3. Some day I'll see the Sav • ior, And know Him face to face; Some 
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day the world be yan-quished, With all this mor-tal strife; Some 
day I'll greet with pleas - nre The dear ones wait- ing there; Some 



day re-ceiye, un-meas-ured, The bless -ings of His grace; Some 
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day, the jonr-ney 
day I'll hear the 
day He'll smile up 
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end - ed, I'll lay my bur -den down; Some 
yoi - ces Of Ood^s an • gel - ic throng; Some 
on me From that white throne a • boye; Some 




day, in realms su 
day I'll join the 
day I'll know the 



ftt' F F I 



5 

- per - nal, Re - ceive at last my crown. 

cho • ms In heav'n's im - mor - tal song. 

fal • ness Of His nn - dy - ing loye. 
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Chobus. 
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Some day. 

Some day, some hap 
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some hap - py day, 

• py day, some hap - py day, some hap-py day. 
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Some Day. Concluded. 
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The Lord will wipe all tears a - way, And I shall go to dwell with 

all tears a-way, 

J- — -1 ^ 
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Him, Todwell with Him some happy day. 

to dwell with Him, To dwell with Him some happy , happy day. 




The Quiet Hour. 



Kev. GEO. E. MoMANIMAN. 



LOUIS D. EICHHORN. 
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1. Shut in with God 

2. Shut in with God 

3. Shut in with God 

4. Shut in with God 



a - lone, I spend the qui - et hour; His 

a - lone; In med - i - ta - tion sweet, My 

a - lone; I praise His ho - ly name, Who 

a - lone, And yet^ I have no fear; I 
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mer - cy and His love I own, And seek His sav - ing pow'r. 

spir - it waits be • fore the throne, Bowed low at Je - sus' feet. 

gave the Sav - ior to a - tone For all my sin and shame. 

rest be-neath the cleansing blood, And per - feet love is here. A - men. 

I. 
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IS The Son of God Goes Forth to War. 

Bishop REGINALD HEBER. HENRY S. CUTLER. 
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1. The Son of God goes forth to war, A king- ly crown to gain; 

2. Themar-tyr first, whose ea - gle eye Gould pierce be-yond the grave, 

3. A glo - rious band, the cho - sen few On whom the Spir - it came, 

4. A no - ble ar - my, men and boys, The ma- tron and the maid. 
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His blood -red ban - ner streams a- far: Who foMows in His train? 
Who saw his Mas - ter in the sky, And called on Him to save: 
Twelve valiant saints, their hope they knew, And mocked the cross and flame: 
A - round the Sav - ior*8 throne re-joice, In robes of white ar- rayed: 
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Who best can drink his cup of woe, Tri - um-phant o - ver pain, 

Like Him, with par-don on his tongue In midst of mor- tal pain, 

They met the tyrant's brandished steel, The ii - on's go - ry mane; 

They climbed the steep as-cent of heav'n Thro' per - il, 'toil, and pain; 





Who patient bears his cross be -low, He fol-lows in His train. 
He prayed for them that did the wrong: Who follows in his train? 
They bowed their necks the death to feel: Who follows in their train? 
O God, to us may grace be giv'n To fol-low in their train. A- men. 




C« H. G. 



He Was Found Worthy. 19 

CBAi H. GABRIEL. 




1. To save a world of sin - ners lost, He wasfonnd wor-tby; And 

2. To leave the glo - ry of His throne, fie was found wor- thy; To 

3. To heal the sick, the blind to lead, He was found wor- thy; The 

4. To pray in dark Geth-sem - a - ne, He was fonnd wor-thy; To 

5. To rise in tri- umph o*er the grave, He was found wor- thy; All 

6. To swings - jar the gates of heav'n, He was found wor-tby; E- 
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to re - deem at an - y cost, 
be re - ject - ed by His. own, 
hnn-gry, £iint-ing soul to feed, 
bleed and die on Gal - ra - ry, 
na - tions of the earth to save, 
ter - nal praise to Him be giv'n. 
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He was Ibund wor 

He was Ibund wor 

He was Ibund wor 

He was Ibund wor 

He was Ibund wor 

He was found wor 
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thy, 
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Chokus. 
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O the Loab of God, bicM - cd Lamb of Cod. O 
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^j^m^Lamh. B^ was if/tizA voT'tiiry: He was P/viA wor^liry. 
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Jesus, LoTer of My Sonl. 



OHABLBS WESLEY. 



Ber. J. B. OTKES. 




J JJJI' 




1. Je - sns, Lov - er of my soul. Let me to Thy bos - om fly, 

2. Oth - er ref-ngehave I none; Hangs my help-less soul on Thee: 

3. Wilt Thou not re-gardmy call? Wilt Thou not ac- cept my pray 'i? 

4. Tbon, O Christ, art all I want; More than all in Thee I find; 

5. Plenteous grace with Thee is found, Grace to cov-er all my sin: 





While the near-er wa - ters roll, While the tem - pest still is hi^I 
Leavei ah! leave me not a -lone. Still sup -port and com -fort me: 
Lo, I sink, I faint, I fall I Lo, on Thee I^ cast my care; 
Raise the fall -en, cheer the faint, Heal the sick, and lead the blind. 
Let the beal-ing streams a-bound:M£^e and keep me pure with -in. 

J5£ 
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Hide me, O my . Sav - ior, hide, Till the storm of life is past; 
All my trust on Thee is stayed, All my help from Thee I bring; 
Reach me out Thy gra-cious hand While I of Thy strength re-ceive! 
Just and ho - ly is Thy name, I am 
Thou of life the fonn-tain art. Free - ly 



all un-right-eous-ness: 
let me tiSce of Thee: 
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Safe in • to the ha - ven guide, O re-ceive my soul at last. 
CJov - er my de-fence-less head With the shad-ow of Thy wing. 
Hop-ing a-gainsthope I stand, Dy-ing, and he-hold I live! 
False and full of sin I am. Thou art ftiU of truth and grace. 
Spring Thou up within my heart, Rise to all e - ter - ni • ty. 



A •men. 




Jesus Christ the Bon. 
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Lyra Davidica. 



1. Je - BUS Christ is ris'n to - day, Al 

2. Hymns of praise then let iis sing, Al 

3. Bat the pains which He en -, dared, Al 

4. Now be God the Fa-ther praised, Al 




la- i^ 

la - ia! 

la - ia! 

la - ia! 
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Oar tri • om-phant bo - ly day, Al 

Un • to Christ, our beav'nly King, Al 

Our sal - va - tion have pro - cared; Al 

With the Son, from death up • raised, Al 



le - la • ia! 

le - la - ia! 

le • la - ia! 

le - la - ia! 




Who did once ap - on the cross, Al 

Who en-dared the cross and grave, Al 

Now a - bove the sky He's King, Al 

And the Spir • it, ev - er blest, 



le - la - ia! 

le • la • ia! 

le - la - ia! 

le - la • ia! 
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Saf-fer to re- deem oar loss, Al 
8in-nersto re- deem and save, Al 
Where the angels ev - er sing, Al 
One true Qod, by all con - fessed, Al 



le 

le 
le 
le 



la 
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ia! 
ia! 
ia! 
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A- men. 
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There is a Fountain. 



WILLIAM COWPER. 



Ad. from LOWELL MASON. 
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1. There is a foun-tain filled with blood. Drawn from Im-man-ael's veins; 

2. The dy-ing thief re-joiced to see That foun-tain in his day; 
8. Dear dy - ing Lamb, Thy pre cious blood Shall nev - er lose its pow'r, 

4. E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream Thy flow - ing wounds sup-ply, 

5. Then in a no - bier, sweet-er song. 111 sing Thy pow'r to save, 
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And sin-ners, plunged be- neath that flood, Lose all their guilt 
And there may I, though vile as he, Wash all my sins 
Till all the ransomed Church of God Be saved, to sin 
Re - deem-in g love has been my theme, And shall be, till 
When this poor lisp - ing, stamm'ring tongue Lies si - lent in 
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- y stains; 

a- way; 
no more; 

I die; 
the grave; 
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Lose all their guilt - y 
Wash all my sins a 
Be saved y to sin no 
And shall be, till I 
Lies si • lent in the 
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stains. Lose all their guilt - y stains, 

way, Wash all my sins a - way, 

more. Be saved, to sin no more, 

die, And shall be, till I die, 

grave, Lies si - lent in the grave, 
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And sin-ners, plunged be-neath that flood, Lose all their guilt - y stains. 
And there may I, though Tile as he, Wash all my 
Till all the ran-somed Church of God Be saved, to 
Re -deem- ing love has been my theme, And shall be, 
When this poor lisp- ing, stamm'ring tongue Lies si - lent 



sins 
sin 
till 
in 
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a- way. 
no more. 

I die. 
the grave. 
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Nearer,, My God, to Thee. 
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SARAH F. ADAMS. 



LOWELL MASON. 




1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
6. 



Near • er, 
Though like 
There let 
Then with 
Or if 



my 
a 

the 
my 
on 
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God, to Thee, Near - er to 
wan - der - er, The sun gone 
way ap - pear Steps an - to 
wak - ing thoughts Bright with Thy 
joy - ful wing Cleav - ing the 
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Thee! 

down, 

heav'n; 

pr&ise, 

sky, 
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E'en though it be 
Dark - ^ ness be o • 
All ^that Thou send 
Out of my sto 
Sun, moon, and stars 



1 ^: 

a cross 
ver me, 
est me 
ny griefis 
for - got. 
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That 
My 
In 

Beth • 
Up - 



rais - eth 
rest a 
mer - cy 
el I'll 
ward I 
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me, 
stone, 
giv'n; 
raise; 

fly, 






^!2_i. 



p 



r^ 



* 



i 



1 \ I 



tS-^ 



-S>-r 




^ 



3 



-Gr 



-<SK 



-<5»- 



-^^ 



% 



5^ 



still all my song shall be, 

Tet in my dreams I'd be 

An - gels to beck - on me 

So by my woes to be 

Still all my song shall be. 



rf^ 



* 



4 



:g± 



Near 
Near 
Near 
Near 
Near 



- er, 

- er, 

- er, 

- er, 

- er. 



my God, to Thee, 

my God. to Thee, 

my God, to Thee, 

my God, to Thee, 

my God, to Thee, 
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Near - er, my God, to Thee, Near - er to Thee! 

I 
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Is It Not WonderM? 



£• A« H* 



Rev. ELISHA A. HOFFMAN. 




1. Wondrous it seem - eth to me, Je - sos so gra-dons should be, 

2. Heart of mine nev - er could kuow Je - bus such peace could be V stow, 

3. Once I was full of all sin, Now, thro' the blood, I am clean; 

4. Long I re - sist - ed His grace, In my heart gave Him no place, 

5. He doth my new heart con - trol, Cleans-ing and keep ring me whole, 





Mer-cy re-veal-ing, comforting, heal-ing. Blessing a sin -ner like me. 
Till the dear Savior showed me His fa-yor, Ole&nsed my heart whiter than snow. 
Willing to save me, par-don He gave me, And I am hap - py with- in. 
But Je^us sought me till he had brought me,Pen-i-tent, seeking His face. 
Ban-ish-ing sad-ness, with joy and gladness Fill-ing and thrilling my soul. 




Chobus. 
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{Is it not won - der-fnl, is it not won • der-ftil Je - bus so 
Yes, it IB won - der-ful, strange and so won - der-ftil, lOmit. . • ] 
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gracious should be? : || That He should save even me? 

Loving and gracious should be?:|| That He should pardon and save even me? 
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U«64 by par. of B. ▲. Bofltaum. owner of eopyrlght. 
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EDWARD PERRONET. 



OLIVER HOLDEN. 
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1. All hail the pow'r of Je - bus' name! Let an - gels proe-trate fUl; 




Bring forth the roy - al di - a - dem, And crown Him Lord of all; 
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Bring forth the loy - al di - a - dem, And crown Him Lord 

— — — 'i^ _g 



T 



^^ 





^2: 



F=p^ 




of all. 
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2 Grown Him, ye morning stars of light, 

Who fixed this earthly ball; 
Now hail the strength of Israel's might, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 

3 Te chosen seed of Israel's race, 

Ye ransomed from the fall, 
Hail Him who saves you by His grace, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 

4 Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget 

The wormwood and the gall; 



Go, spread yonr trophies at His feet, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 

5 Let every kindred, every tribe, 

On this terrestrial ball, 
To Him all majesty ascribe. 
And crown Him Lord of all. 

6 O that with yonder sacred throng 

We at His feet may fall! 
We'll join the everlasting song, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 



All Hail the Power. 



Words above. 



WILLIAM SHRtJBSOLE. 
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1. All hail the po w'r of Jesns^name ! Let angels prostrate fall ;Bring forth the royal 
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di-a-dem. And crown Him, crown Him, crown Him, Crown Him Lord of all. 
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The Wonderful Sayior. 



D. C. CARSON. 



CHAS. H. GABRIKL. 




1. I've found a friend, the bes^ of all, Je-sas, the wonderful Sav-ior! 

2. With out-cast sin - ners He did eat, Je-sus, the wonderful Sav-ior! 

3. For us He suf-fered want and shame, Je-sus, the wonderful Sav-ior! 
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He heard my weak but ear - nest call, Je-sus, the wonderful Sav - ior ! 
And washed His own dis - ci - pies' feet, Je-sus, the wonderful Sav - ior! 
We're saved thro' faith in His dear name, Je-sus, the wonderful Sav - ior! 




When lost in sin He heard my cry, To earth He came for me to die; 
Tho' with-outsin, for us He died; On Cal-v'ry's cross was cm- ci-fied; 
No oth - er name for sin-ners giv'n, No oth - er name in earth or heav'n; 

.... 
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And now He's reigning up on high, Is this wonderful, wonderful Sav-ior! _ 
Bur - ied, a-rose, and glo - ri-fied. Was this wonderful, wonderful Sav -ior! / 
But all must come, who'd be forgiv'n, To this wonderful, wonderful Sav - ior! / 

A ^ #• #- ^ _ #• #. 




Won-der-ful, won-der-ful Sav-ior! 'Won-der-ful, won-der-ful Sav-i 
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Of Him I'll sing, and ever will cling To this wonderfal, wonderful Sav-ior! 




Immanuel. 



J. W. VAN DE VENTER. 



W. S. WEEDEN. 
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1. Our Sav - ior, 'tis 

2. Ye lands and na 

3. ThonLamb for sin 

4. When time shall be 



of Thee, Thou Lamb of Cat - 
tions, sing, Let hills and val - 
ners slain, Blest Lord, a - live 

no more. When earth - ly years 



va - ry, 
leys ring 
a - gain, 
are o'er, 
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Of Thee we sing; Je - sns, God's on - ly Son, Thou great and 
With songs of praise; With heart and soul a -flame, His match-less 
High Priest a - hove; Thou King up - on the throne, Thy pre • cious 
Our race is run; When an - gel trump-ets call, When moon and 
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ho - ly One, Beign Thou while a - ges run, **Our Lord and King." 

love pro-claim, Ex - alt His ho - ly name, **An-cient of days." 

name we own, And wor - ship Thee a - lone. Great Gift of love, 

stars shall fall, We'll crown Thee Lord of all, God's on - ly Son. 
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The Name of Jesus. 



Rev. W. C. MARTIN. 



E. S. CORENZ. 




1. The name of Je - bus is so sweet, I love its mn - sic to re-peat; 

2. I love the name of ^im whose heart Knows all my grie&,and bears a part; 

3. That name I fond - ly love to hear; It nev-er fails my heart to cheer; 

4. No word of man can ev - er tell How sweet the name I love so well; 





It makes my joys full and complete, The precious name of Je -sns 

The precious name 

Who bids all anxious fears de-part~I love the name of Je - sns 

I love the name 

Its mu- sic dries the £all-ing tear; £ls- alt the name of Je • bus, 

Ex - alt the name 

Oh, let its prais - es ev-er swell,Oh, praise the name of Je -sns 

Oh, praise the name 




Chorus. 
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"Je - sus," oh, how sweet the name! "Je - sus," ev- *ry day the same; 
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*'Je - sus," let all saints proclaim Its wor-thy praise for - ev - er. 

Its worthy praise 
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Saylor, Blessed Sayfor. 
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GODFREY THWINQ. 



HAYDN. 




1. Say - ior, bless ed Say - ior, Lis-ten whilst we ling, Hearts and yoic- es 
2* Near- er, ev -^ er near - er, Christ, we draw to Thee, Deep in ad - o- 
3. Great Mid ey - er great - er Are Thy mercies here; Trne and ey - er- 
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rais - ing Prais-es to onrEing; All we haye, we of - fer; 
ra - tion Bend -ing low the knee; Thon for onr re - demp-tion 
last - ing Are Thy glo - ries there, Where no pain, or sor - row, 
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All we hope to be, ... . Bod - y, soul, and spir - it, 
Cam'st on earth to die; Thou, that we might fol - low, 

Toll or care is known, Where the an - gel - le - gions 



^ 



f 



^m 



"SL 



G^ 




Chobus. 
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All we yield to 
Haatgone up on 
Cir - cle round Thy 



t 
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Lis - ten while we 8ing,Hearts and voi-ces rais - ing Prais-es to our King. 

3: 
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I Know Whom I Haye Believed. 



EL. NATHAN. 

Moderato. 



JAMES McGRANAHAN. 






I r IT 



I 

1. I know not why God's wondrous grace To me He hath made known, 

2. I know not how this sav - ing foith To me He did im - part, 

3. I know not how the Spir - it moves, Con-vine - ing men of sin, 

4. I know not what of good or ill May be re-served for me, 

5. I know not when my Lord may come, At night or noon-day fait, 
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Nor why — un - wor-thy — Christ in love Redeemed me for His 
Nor how be - liev-ing in His Word Wrought peace with-in my 
Re- veal - ing Je - sus thro' the Word, Cre - at - ing faith in 
Of wea - ry ways or gold - en days, Be - fore His face I 
Nor if I'll walk the vale with Him, Or * 'meet Him in the 



own. 

heart. 

Him. 

see. 

air." 
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Chorus 




But *'I know whom I have be-liev-ed, And am persuaded that He is a - ble 
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To keep that which I've com-mit- ted Un - to Him a-gainst that day.'* 
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Think of Him. 
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Anon. 



JOSEPH D. LITTLE. 




i\ifni,} 



1. When the way seems dark and drear - y, Think of Him, think of Him; 

2. When some 8or- row sore- ly press - es, Think of Him» think of Him; 

3. When some an- zions care per-plez - es, Think of Him, think of Him; 





Lest thy heart grow faint and wea - ry. Think of Him, think of Him. 
For thro' tri - als oft He hless - es, Think of Him, think of Him. 
Lest thy in - mostsonl it vex - es, Think of Him, think of Him. 





For He know - eth all the way, And His strength will he thy stay, 
He a- lone can nn - der - stand, Leave it all in His dear hand; 
Bring thy care andthonshalt see He will bear it all for thee; 
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He can cheer the dark-est ■ day, Think of Him, think of Him. 
In His love for thee He planned, Think of Him, think of Him. 
He would have thee peace-fal be, Think of Him, think of Him. 
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Open My Eyes That I May See. 



C. H. S. 

Qmtly and reverently. 



CLARA H. SGOTT. 




1. 0« pen my eyes that I may see Glimpses of Truth Thoa hast for me; 

2. O - pen my eai^ that I may hear Voio- es of Truth Thon sendest clear, 

3. O - pen my month and let me hear 61ad-ly the warm Truth ev-'ry-where; 
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Place in my hands the won-der - Ail key That shall nn - clasp and 
And whilethe wave- notes fall on my ear, Ev - 'ly- thing false will 
O • pen my heart and let me pre-pare, Love, with Thy chii • dren, 




Wi llM^ 
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set me free. Si-lent-ly now I wait for Thee, Bead-y, my God, Thy 
dis - ap-pear. Bi-lent-ly now I wait for Thee, Bead-y, my God, Thy 
thus to share. 8i - lent-ly now I wait for Thee, Bead-y, my God, Thy 




- do. 
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will to see; 
will to see; 
will to see; 



O - pen my eyes, il • In-mine me, 
0*pen my ears, il • In-mine me, 
0*pen my heart, il • lu-mine me, 



Spir - it di 
Spir - it di 
Spir - it di 



▼ine. 
▼ine. 
▼ine. 
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Nearer, Still Nearer. 
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C. H. M. 



Mrs. C. H. MORRIS. 
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1. Near 

2. Near 

3. Near 

4. Near 



er, still near 
er, still near 
er, still near 
er, still near 



er, close to Thy heart, 

er, noth - ing I bring, 

er, Lord, to be Thine, 

er, while life shall last. 



Praw me, mj 

Naught as an 

Sin, with its 

Till safe in 
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Bay - ior, so 
of - fring to 
fol - lies, I 
glo - ry my 



r 



iS- 



pre - cious Thon art; 
Je - 8US, my King; 
glad - ly re - sign; 
an - chor is cast; 



Fold me, O fold me 
On - ly my sin - ful, 
All of its pleas - nres, 

Thro' end -less a - ges 
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close to Thy breast, Shel - ter me safe in that "Ha- ven of 

DOW con-trite heart, Grant me the cleans-ing Thy blood doth im« 

pomp and its pride, Give me but Je - sus, my Lord era - ci- 

Near - er, my Sav - ior, still near - er to 
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ev - er to be, 
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Rest," 
part, 
fied, 
Thee, 
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Shel - ter me safe in that **Ha - ven of Rest." 
Grant me the cleans - ing Thy blood doth im - part. 
Give me bnt Je • sus. My Lord cm - ci • fied. 
Near - er, my Sav - ior, still near • er to Thee. 
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Sing of Jesns. 



THOS. KELLY. 

Vigorous. 



J. J. LOWE. 




1. Sing of Je - sua, sing for- ev • er, Of that love that chang-es uev - er; 

2. With His blood the Lord He boaght tiiem, When they knew Him not He soaght them, 

3. Thro' the des - ert Je-sns leads them, With the bread of heav'n He feeds them, 

4. There they see the Lord who boaght them, Km who came from heav'n and son^t them, 
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Who or what from Him can sev - er Those He loves and makes His own? 
And from all their wand'ring8bro'tthem;His the thanks and praise a - lone. 
And tbro' all the way He speeds them, To their bright e • ter - nal home. 
Him who by His Spir- it taught them, Him they serve be- fore His throne 
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Chobus. 




Sing of Je - sos, sing for*eY • er, Of His love that chang-es nev • er; 




m. 




Noth-ing from His love can seT • er, Sing, O ling! 
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The Lord is JKy Shepherd. 
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JLento. m 



T. KOSCHAT. 
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1. The Lord is my Shep-herd, no 

2. Thro' the val - ley and shad - ow of 

3. In the midst of af - flic - tion my 

4. Let good-ness and mer - cy, my 
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want shall I know; I 
death tho' I stray, Since 
ta - ble is spread; With 
honn-ti - ftil God, StUl 
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feed in green pas-tnres, safe-fold-ed I rest; He lead-eth my 
Then art my Guar-dian, no e • vil I fear; Thy rod shall de- 
bless-ings nn-meas-ured my cnp mn-neth o'er; Wiui per -fame and 
fol - low ^my steps till I meet Thee a - hove. I seek by the 
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sonl where the still wa - ters flow, Re • stores me when wand'ring, le - 
fend me, Thy staff be my stay; Nd harm can be - fall, with my 
oil Thou a-noint-est my head; Oh, what shall I ask of Thy 
path which my fore - fa - thers trod, Thro' the land of their so- jonm, Thy 




deems when oppressed ; Re - stores me when wand*ring, redeems when oppressed. 
Ck>m - fort er near; No harm can be - fall, with my Ck>m-fort • er near, 
prov - i-dence more? Ob, what shall I ask of Thy prov-i-dence more. 
fdng*dom of love; Thro' the land of their so-jonm, Thy kingdom of love. 
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My Song Shall be of Jesns. 



' Mrs. HEYER. 

n Voices in unison. 



LOUIS D. EICHHORK. 




« J My song shall 
^* i He fills m^ 
A / My song shall 
'*• 1 1 call to 
i. f My song shall 
^•\ To reach the 



be of Je - sus, His mer - cy crowns my days, I 

ise; S 



cap with bless-ings,and tunes my heart to praise 
be of Je- SOS, when, sit -ting at His feet, 
mind His kind-ness, in med - i - ta - tion sweet 



be of Je -sas, while press-ing on my way, 
bliss -fal re-gion of pure and per - feet day; 
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FuU Chorus. 




My song shall 
My song shall 
And when my 



^m 



be of Je-sus, the pre -dons Lamb of God, 
be of Je - BUS, what- ev • er ill be • tide, 
soul shall en - ter the gates of E • den fair, 




Unison. 
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Who gave Him - self a ran-som, and bought me with His blood. 
I'll sing the grace that saves me, and keeps me at His side. 
A song of praise to Je - sus I'll sing for - ev - er there. 





rr\n. 



Hjr song diall be of Je ■- bus, His mer • cy crowns my days; 
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My Song Shall be of Jesus. Concluded. 37 




He fills my cnp i/vith bless - ings, And tunes my heart to praise. 
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Jesus, Thy Name I Loye. 



JAMES G. DECK. 



JOSEPH P. HOLBpoOK. 
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1. Je - sus, Thy name I love, 

2. Thon, bless -ed Son of God, 

3. When un - to Thee I flee, 

4. Soon Thoa wilt come a - gain, 



I 

All oth • er names a - bove, 
Hast bought me with Thy blood, 
Thou wilt my ref - uge be, 

I shall be bap - py then, 
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Je 
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BUS, my Lord! 

sus, my Lord! 

sus, my Lord! 

sus, my Lord! 
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O Thoa art all to. me! 

O how great is Thy love, 
What need I now to fear? 
Then Thine own face I'll see, 



Noth - ing to 
All oth - er 
What earth- ly 
Then I shall 



: r i f r^ 



^ 




42. 



^ 



^) ^'' i ^ 



L 



f— I- 



i n: i j I J \.. L\m 



please I see, 
loves a - bove, 
grief or care, 
like Thee be, 



Noth - ing a - part from Thee, Je - sus. 

Love that I dai - ly prove, Je - sus, 

Since Thou art ev - er near? Je - sus. 

Then ev - er • more with Thee, Je - sus. 



f 



my Lord! 
my Lord! 
my Lord! 
my Lord! 
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Jesus, tl^e Yery Thought of Thee. 



Dr. HAWEIS. 
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1. Je-sus, the ver -y thought of Thee With sweet-n ess fills my breast; 

2. Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, Nor can the mem - 'ry find 

3. O hope of ev - 'ry con - trite heart, O joy of all the meek, 

4. Bat what to those who find? Ah! this Nor tongue nor pen can show; 

5. Je - 6US, our on - ly joy be Thou, As Thou our prize wilt be; 




But sweet- er far Thy face to see, And in Thy pres - ence rest. 
A sweet- er sound than Thy blest name, O Sav - ior of man-kind! 
To those who fall, how kind Thou art! How good, to those who seek! 
The love of Je - sus, what it is, None but His loved ones know. 
Je - sus, be Thou our glo - ry now, And thro* e - ter - ni - ty. 
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If I Please 



£• S« B. 



EPFIE S. BLACK. 



J' U JJiJ. . 
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1. Earth's joys 

2. Sin - sick, 

3. Sav - ior, 



may pass 
my wea 
I would 



a - way, Earth's llgbt grow dim; 
ry heart Wan - dered from Thee, 
be led Just to please Thee, 
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I would but live each day Pleas - ing to Him. 
Till Thou, with mag - ic art. Spake peace to me. 
E'en tho' my feet must tread Geth • sem -a - ne. 
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If I Please Him. Concluded. 
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to walk in 
nen no more 
BUS, the Crn - 



His way, Nor from Him ev 
al • lure; In Thee I am 
ci • fied, I shall be sat 



ta 



er stray ; 
se - cure; 
is - fied, 
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O may each 
Thon'lt keep me 
Tho' all else 



word I say On - ly 
by Thy pow'r In pu 
be de - nied, If I 



please Him. 
- ri "- ty. 
please Thee. 
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P. P. B. 

Moderato. 



Hallelujah, What a Sayior! 



p. p. BLISS. 




1. "Man of Sor-rows, " what a name Foi: the Son of God who came, 

2. Bear-ing shame and scoff-ing mde, In my place condemned He stood, 

3. Guilt- y, vile, and help-less we; Spot-less Lamb of God was He; 

4. Lifb-ed np was He to die, ^'It is fin-ished,'' was His cry, 

5. When He comes, our glo-rious King, All His ransomed home to bring, 





Ru -ined sin-ners to re - claim! Hal - le - lu - jah! what a Sav - ior! 

Sealed my par-don with His blood; Hal- le- la -jah! what a Sav -ior! 

'^Fnll atonement! " can it be? Hal -le- la - jah! what a Sav -ior! 

Now in heaven ex- alt - ed high, Hal-le-ln -jah! what a Sav -ior! 

Then a -new this song we'll sing, Hal-le-la -jah! what a Sav -ior! 
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My Lord and I. 



Mrs. h. 8HOREY. 



JOSEPH D. LITTLE. 
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1. I have a Friend so pre • cions, So ver - y dear to me, 

2. Sometimes I'm faint and wea - ry, He knows that I am wesik; 

3. He knows bow much I love Him, He knows I love Him well; 

4. I tell Him all 

5. He knows how I 



my sor - rows, I tell Him all my jojs, 
am long - ing Some wea - ry sonl to win, 





He loves me with a ten - der love, He loves so faith-ful - ly, 
And as He bids me lean on Him, His help I'll glad-ly seek; 
But with what love He lov - eth me, My tongne can nev - er tell; 
I tell Him all that pleas -es me, I tell Him what an - noys; 
And so He bids me go and speak A lov - ing word for Him; 
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I conld not live a - part from Him, I love to 

He leads me in the path of light, Be - neath a 

It is an ev • er - last - ing love. In ev - 'ry 

He tells me what I ought to do, He tells me what to try; 

He bids me tell His wondrous love, And why He came to die; 



feel Him nigh, 
sun - ny sky; 
rich sup -ply; 





Bit, 
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And 
And 
And 
And 
And 



so 
so 
so 
so 
so 



we dwell to ° geth 

we walk to - geth 

we love each oth 

we talk to - geth 

we work to - geth 
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er, My Lord 

er, My Lord 

er, My Lord 

er, My Lord 

er, My Lord 



and 
and 
and 
and 
and 



L 
L 
L 
I. 
I. 
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Abiding in Him. 



41 



CHAS. B. J. ROOT. 



Melody by D. C. WRIGHT. Arr. 




1. A - bid - ing, oh, so wondrous sweet! I'm rest-ing at the Sav-ior^s feet; 

2. He speaks, and by His word is giv*n His peace, a rich fore- taste of heav^; 

3. I live; not I; thro' Him a- lone By whom themight*y work is done; — 

4. Now rest,my heart, the work is done; I'm saved thrO the E-ter « nal Son! 





I trust in Him, I'm sat - is - fied, I'm rest - ing in the Cm - ci-fied! 
Not as the world He peace doth give, 'Tis thro' this hope my soul shall live. 
Dead to my- self, a - live to Him, I count all loss His rest to gain. 
Let all my pow'rs my soul em-ploy, To tell the world my peace and joy. 
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Chorus. 
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A -bid - ing, a -bid - ing. Oh, so won -drous sweet! 

A - bid-ing in Him, I'm resting in Him, Oh, so wondrous sweet, wondrous sweet! 




% 



^ 



S 



f 



J. J- 



g: 'J. 




^ 



^^ 



f ' rr rr 



I'm rest - ing, rest - ing At the Sav - ior's feet 

I'm resting in Him, resting in Him, At the Sav - ior's feet, at His feet. 




fey t j^b f |f f T 



Uied by ptnnVtiloii. 




42 



A Glean Heart 



Rbv. WALTER C. SMITH. 

Andante con espressione. 



FRED H. BTSHB. 
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1. One thing I of the Lord de-sire, For all my path hath mir - y been, 

2. If clear-er vi - sion Thou im-part, Grateful and glad my soul shall be; 

3. Yea, on - ly as this heart is clean May larg-er vi - sion yet be mine, 

4. I watch to shan the mir - y way, And stanch thespriogi of guilt - y thought, 

I 1 . I ■ .J J r-4^^ 




Be it by wa - ter or by fire, O make me clean, O make me clean. 
But yet to have a pur -er heart Is more to me. Is more to me. 
For mirrored in its depths are seen The things di-vine, The things divine. 
But,watch and struggle as I may, Pure I am not, Pure L am not. 
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So wash me, Thou, without, with-in, Or purge with fire, if that must be, 

Wash md,Thon, with - out, within, Or purge with fire, if that must be, 
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A Glean Heart Concluded. 
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No matter how, if on-lysin Die out in me, Die out in me. 

Anyhow, if only sin Die out in me. Die out, die out in me. 
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Holy Spirit, FaithM Guide. 
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M. M. WELLS. 
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1. Bo- ly Spir-it, &ith -Ail Guide, Et • er near the Cliris-iaan's side, 
8. Ev - er -pres-ent, tra • estiYiend, Er - er near, Thine aid to lend, 
8. When our days of toil shall cease, Wait-ing still for sweet re -lease, 
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Fine. 
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€kn - tly lead ns by the hand, Pil-grims in a dee - ert land; 

Leave ns not to doubt and fear, Crop - ing on in dark - ness drear; 

Noth-ing left but heav'n and pray 'r,Wond'rlng if our names are there, 
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2>./S.~Whi8p'ring8ofk-ly/'Wand'rer,come! Fol - low me, I'll guide thee home." 
2-3. Whis-per 
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Wea - ry souls for - e'er re - joice, While they hear that sweet -est Toice 
When the storms are rag - ing sore, Hearts grow faint, and hopes give o'er, 
Wad - ing deep the dis - mal flood, Plead - ing naught but Je - sus' blood; 



|9- 



f 



^ 



^ ^ 



■122- 



jO. 



42- 



t 



t=t 



l_^LAi^ 



Vb^ \>j peni48«\oi^ 



44 



Keep Close ta Jesus. 



J. L. 



JOHN LANE. 




1. When you start for the land of heav-en - ly 

2. Ne|V - er mind the storms or {ri - als as you 

3. To he safe from the darts of the e - vil 

4. We shall reach jour home in heav-en hy and 



rest, 

go, 
one, 

by, 



Keep close to 
Keep close to 
Keep close to 
Keep close to 
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Je-sus all the way; For He is the Guide, and He knows the way best, 

Je-SHS all the way; *Tis a com -fort and joy His fa - vor to know, 

Jesus all the way; Take the shield of faith till the vie - to - ry is won, 

Je-sus all the way; Where to those we love we'll nev-er say good -by, 




Keep close to Je - sus all the way. Keep close to Je - bus, 
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Keep close to Je - sus, Keep close to Je - sns all the way; By 
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day or by night never turn from the right, Keep close to Je-sus all the way. 
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Trust. 
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EFFIE S. BLACK. 
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1. O Sav " ior, take my hand in Thine, And lead tne gen - tly on, 

2. O Sav - ior, take my hand in Thine, For dan-gers round me press, 

3. O Sav- ior, take my hand in Thine, And let me walk with Thee, 

4. And when e - ter - nal day shall dawn, What joy to wake with Thee, 




Thro' pas-tures green, or des - ert drear, Un - til I reach my home; 
To keep me from the liv - ing way And from Thy right-eous-ness; 
On hills of joy, or plains of peace, Or cross-crowned Cal-va - ry; 
To dwell with Thee in man-sions fair. Be - side the crys - tal sea; 
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For life'spath winds thro' mead- ows. And oft thro' bar - ren moor; 

But with Thy hand to guide me, No e - vil wilV^ I fear; 

And when the day is end - ed, And night is draw -ing nigh; 

To see Thy wondrous bean - ty, And know that I ^ am Thine, 
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No mat - ter where my path-way lies, With Thee I am se - cure. 
No ill can e'er be - tide me If on - ly Thou art near. 
Be with me still, for with-ontThee I would not dare to die. 
What bliss to know that naught can part My spir - it. Lord, from Thine! 
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I am se - cure, I am se - cure. With Thee I am se - cure. 
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WM. W. HOW. 



Jesus, Thou Art Standing. 

JUSTIN H. KNECHT. 
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1. O Je - BUS, Thou art stand-ing Out-side the fast-closed door, 

2. O Je - BUS, Thou art knocking; And lo! that hand is scarred, 

3. O Je - BUS, Thoa art plead-ing In ac - cents meek and low. 
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In low - ly pa - tience wait - ing To pass the tbresh-old o'er: 
And thorns Thy brow en - cir - cle, And tears Thy face have marred: 
*'I died for you, my chil - dren, And will ye treat me so?*' 
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We bear the name of Chris-tians, His name and sign 
O love that pass - eth knowledge, So pa - tient- ly 
O Lord, with shame and sor - row We o • pen now 
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we bear; 
to wait! 
the door; 
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O shame, thrice shame np -on us, To keep Him standing there! 
O sin that hath no e • qnal, So fast to bar the gate! 
Dear 8av - ior, en - ter, en - ter, And leave us nev - er - more! 




Tell It to Jesus. 
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J. E. BANKIK, D. D. 



E. 8. LOBENZ. 




1. Are you wea-ry^ are you heav-y •heart -ed? Tell it to Je^^sits, 

2. Do the tears flow down your cheeks nn-bid - den? Tell it to Je - sns, 

3. Do yon fear the gath*ring clouds of sor - row? Tell it to Je - bus, 

4. Are youtroab-led at the thought of dy • ing? TeU it to Je-sus, 





Tell it to Je - sus, Are you griev - ing o - ver joys de - part - ed? 

Tell it to Je* sus; Have you sins that to man's eye are hid -den? 

Tell it to Je - sus; Are you anx - ions what shall be to - mor - row? 

Tell it to Je - sus; For Christ's com - ing king- dom are you sigh - ing? 
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Tell it to Je - sns a - lone. Tell it to Je^- sus, tell it to Je - sus. 
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He is a Friend that's well known; You have no oth - er 
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such a friend or broth - er, Tell it to Je - sus a - lone. 
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Jesus is Near, Burdens to Bear. 



W. H. 



Mrs. WYNDHAM HEATHCOTE. 




1. Oft- en the day is drear - y, Oft -en the storm-clouds lower, 

2. Wel-come to tell my sto • ry, Tell-ing — He gives me rest; 

3. Je - SOS my heart loves dear- ly ; All thro' the dark - est ~ night, 

4. Wondrous in love is Je - sus, Sweet is the rest He gives; 
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Ofb - en my spir - it's wea - ry — Je - sus then speaks Hi^ power. 
And, while my sor - rows shar • ing, Clasps me un - to His breast. 

As when the sun shines clear - ly, Mak - ing my path - way bright. 
Shar-ing in all my toil - ing, While in my heart He lives. 
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Je -sus is near, bur-dens to bear, Wea - ry one, Je-sus will help thee; 
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Je-sus is near, bur-dens to bear, His blood from sin will cleanse thee. 




From "Hymns ot ContectaXiou." 



I Must Tell Jesus. 
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E. A* B« 



Rev. ELISHA A. HOFFMAN. 




1. I must tell Je-Bos all of my tri -als; I can- not bear these 

2. I must tell Je - sns all of my troub-les; He is a kind, com- 

3. Tempted and tried, I need a great Sav - ior, One who can help my 

4. O how the world to e - vil al- lares me! O how my heart -is 
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bur-dens a - lone; In my dis-tress He kind-ly will help me; 
pas-sion-ate Friend; If I but ask Him, He willde-liv- er, 
bur-dens to bear; I must tell Je • sus, ^ I must tell Je - sus; 
tempted to sin! I must tell Je -sua, and He will help me 
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He ev - er loves and cares for His own. 

Make of my troub - les quick- 

He all my cares and sor- 

O - ver the world the vie 



ares for His own. ^ 

lick-ly an end. f 

or-rows will share, i 

ic-t*ry to win. J 
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I must tell Je • sus! 
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I must tell Je- sus! I can-not bear my burdens a - lone; I must tell 
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Je-sus! I must tell Je-sus! Je-sfts can help me 




Je-su8 a - lone. 
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Beneath the €ross. 



Miss E. C. CLEPHAKE. 

p Slowly and tenderlff. 



J. MOUKTAIN. 




1. Be • neath the crosg of Je - sos I fain woald take my stand, — 

2. O safe and hap - py shel - ter! O ref - nge tried and sweet! 

3. There lies be- neath its shad - ow, But on the for - ther side, 

4. Up • on that cross of Je - sns Mine eye at times can see 

5. I take, O cross, thy shad - ow For my a - bid - ing place; 
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The shad -ow of a might -y Bock With -in a wea-ry land; 

tryst-ing-place where heav-en's love And heav - en's jus - tice meet! 
The dark- ness of an aw • fol grave That gapes both deep and wide; 
The ver • y dy- ing form of One Who suf - fered there for me; 

1 ask no oth-er snn -shine than The snn- shine of His &ce; 
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A home with -in the wil -der-ness, A rest np-on the way. 
As to the ho • ly Pa - tri • arch That wondrons dream was giv'n. 
And there be- tween us stands the cross, Two arms ontstretched to save, 
Andfrom my.smit-ten heart, with tears, Two won-ders I con -fees, 
Oon- tent to let the world go by. To know no gain nor loss, 




From the burn-ing of tbenoon-tideheat, And thebur-den of the day* 
So seems my Sav-ior's cross to me A lad - der np to heav'n* 

like a watch-man set to guard the way. From that e - ter-nal grave* 
The won - ders of His glo-rions love, And my own worth-less-ness. 
My sin - ful self, my on • ly shame; My glo - ry, all the cross. 




from •^BjmiM ot OouMot^Wxm*** 



Face to Face. 
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Mrs. frank £. BBECK. 
Moderato. 



OltANT COLFAX TULLAB. 




1. Ftoe to face with Christ my Say - ior, 

2. On - ^ Uiatrlj now I see Him, 
S. What re - joio-iog in His pros • ence, 
4. Face to face! Ohl bliss-fol mo - mentl 



Face to face — ^what will it be? 
With the dark -ling veil be-tween; 
When are ban-ished grief and pain; 
Face to face— to see and know; 





When with rapt-nre I be • hold Him, Je - sns Christ who died for me. 

Bnt a bless-ed day is com - ing, When His glo - ry shall be seen. 

When the crook-ed ways are straightened,Aiid the dark things shall be plain. 

Face to face with my Re - deem-er, Je - sus Christ who loves me so. 




Chorus. 




Face to face shall I be - hold Him, Far 



be-yond the star - ry sky; 
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Face to face in all His glo - ry, I shall see Him by and byt 








53 



We'll Work till JesuM Comes. 



Mrs. ELIZABETH MILLS. 



Dr. WM. MILLER. 
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1. O land of rest, for thee I sigh; When will the mo-ment come 
8. No tran-quil joys on earth I know, No peace-fal, shelt'ring dome; 

3. To Je - sus CShrist I fled for rest; He bade me cease to roam, 

4. I sought at oncemj Sav-ior's side, No more my steps shall roam; 
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When I shall lay my ar - mor by, And dwell in peace at home? 
This world's a wil - der-ness of woe, This world is not my home. 
And lean for sue - cor on His breast Till He con-dact me home» 
With Him I'll brave death's chilling tide, And reach my heav'n-ly home. 




Chorus. 
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We'll work till Jesus comes, We'll work till Je-sns comes, We'll 

We'll work We'll work, 
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work till Je - sus comes, And we'll be gath - ered home. 

We'll work 
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Used by pennlB^ou, 



s 



Christ Beturnetfa. 



R. L. TURNER. 



JAMES McGRANAHAN. 




may be at morD, when the day is a -wak-ing, When sunlight thro* 

2. It may be at mid - day, it may be at twi-Iight, It may be, per- 

3. While hosts cry Ho- san - na, from heaven de-scend-iug. With glo -ri- tied 

4. O joy! O de-light! should we go with-outdy - ing. No sick-ness, no 




dark - ness and shad-ow is break-ing, That Je - sus will come in the 
chance, that the blackness of mid-night Will burst in - to light in the 
saints and the an -gels at-tend-ing, With grace on His brow, like a 
sad - ness, no dread and no cry - ing. Caught up thro' the clouds with our 




foil • ness of glo 

blaze of His glo 

ha - lo of glo 

Lord in - to glo 
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To re - ceive from the world "His own 

When Je - sus re-ceives **His own 

Will Je - sus re - ceive •'His own 

When Je - sus re-ceives **His own 
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Chorus. 







O Lord Je - sus, how long, how long Ere we shout the glad song, Christ re- 
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tum-eth? Hal-Ie- lu -J ah! HaMe - lu-jah! A - men, Hal-le-lu -jah! A - men. 
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54 ' Art Thou Weary? 

Tr. JOHN M. NEALE. HEKBT W. BAKEB. 




1. Art thou wea - ry? art thou Ian - gaid? Art thou sore dig - trest? 

2. Hath He marks to lead me to Him, If He be mj guide? 

3. If I find Him, if I fol - low, What His gner-don here? 

4. If I still hold close - ly to Him,Wbat hath He at last? 

5. If I ask Him to re - ceive me, Will He say me nay? 
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*'Come to me,**saith One, '^and com- ing, Be at 
*'In His feet and hands are wound-prints, And His 
*^Man - y a sor - row, man - y a la - bor, Man - y a 
**Sor • row van-quished, la - bor end - ed, Jor • dan 
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side." 
tear." 
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My Jesus, As Thou Wilt. 



B. SCHMOLKE. 



G. M. VOH WEBEB. 
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1. My Je - BUS, as Thou wilt; Oh, may Thy will be mine; 

2. My Je - sus, as Thou wilt; Tho' seen thro* man • y a tear, 

3. My Je - sus, as Thou wilt; All shall be well with m«; 
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In - to Thy hand of love I would my all re - sign. 

Let not my star of hope Grow dim or dis - ap - F^r* 

Each chang- ing fu - ture scene I glad - ly trust with Thee. 




My Jesus, As Thou Wilt Concluded. 55 
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Thro' 8or - low or thro' joy, Con - duct me as Thine own, 

Since Thou on earth hast wept, And sor - rowed oft ft • lone, 

Straight to my home ft - hove, I trav - el calm - ly on, 
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And help me still to say, **My Lord, Thy will be done." 
If I most weep with Thee, My Lord, Thy will be done. 
And siDg in life or death, **My Lord, Thy will be done.'' 
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Anon. 



Take My Heart, Father. 



ISAAO a WOODBURY. 
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1. Take my heart, O Father, take it. Make and keep it all Thine own; 

2. Fa - ther, make me pure and low - ly, Fond of peace and &r from strife; 

3. £▼ - er let Thy grace surround me. Strengthen me with pow'r di-vine; 

4. May the blood of Je - sus heal me, And my sins be all for- giv'n; 
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Let Thy Spir - it melt and break it — This prond heart of sin and stone. 
Tnm-ing from the paths un - ho - ly Of this vain and sin - ful life. 
Till Thy cords of love have bound me, Make me to be whol - ly Thine. 
Ho - ly Spir - it, take and seal me, Guide me in the path to heav'n. 
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Jesus Saves Me All the Time. 



w. s, w. 

SmooMy. 



J. MOUNTAIN. 
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1. Je - BUS saves me ev - 'ry day, Je - sas saves me ev - 'ry night; 

2. Je - SOS saves, can I re - pine? Je - sns saves when I re - joice; 

3. Je - sus saves when sor-rows come, Je - sns saves when death ap- pears; 

4. Je - SOS saves me, He is mine; Je - sus saves me, I am His; 
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Je - sns saves me all the way, Thro' the dark - ness, thro' the light. 
Je - sus saves when hopes re • dine — Faith can al - ways hear His voice. 
Je - sus saves and leads me home, How He saves from doubts aud fears! 
Je - sus saves as I re - cline On His pre - cious prom - is - es. 
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Chobus. 

U4 



^ 



i 



-&- 



N# 




f f r f f f r" rr r-f v 



Je-sus saves, O might-y pow'ri Je-sus saves, O bliss sub-lime! 

Je-sus saves, O mighty pow'r! Je-sus saves, O bliss sub-lime! 
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Jesus saves me hour by hour, Je-sus saves me all the time. 

Je • sus saves me hour by hour, Je-sas saves me, saves me all the time. 
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Vrom "Eymut ot Cou««cTB\iou." 



NolMdy LoTes like Jesns. 
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SFFIE S. BLA'GK. 
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BOBEBT HABENESS. 
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1. Oh, tell the glo - ri - ons news to all. No - bod-y loves like Je 

2. Oh, heav - y la - den and sore op-pfessied. No - bod-y loves like Je 

3. Art hun - gry, thirst-y. Oh, wea - ry soul? No - bod-y loves like Je 

4. Oh, won-dronsmer-cy, so full, so free! No - bod-y loves like Je 



sns; 
sns; 
bus; 
sns; 
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He marks the pen - i- tenVs eam-est call, No -,bod - y loves like Je - sns. 

He'll bear the bur-den, He^l give yon rest. No - bod - y loves like Je - sns. 

Art wonnd-ed? lo. He can make yon whole, No - bod - y loves like Je - sns., 

Oh, love, that snf'fered for yon and me. No - bod - y loves like Je-sns. 
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No - bod-y loves like Je - sns! No - bod-y loves like Je - sns! 




His love and pow- er are with yon each honr. No - bod-y loves like Je - sns* 
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What Did He Do? 



Alt by J. M. Q. 



(Prom the Welsh.) W. OWEN. 




1. O lis -ten to our wondroas sto - ly, Connted once a-mong the lost; 

2. No an -gel could OUT place have taken, Highest of the high tho' he; 

3. And yet this tale wondrous proceedeth, Stirring heart and tongue a-flame! 

4. Will yousur-ren-der to this Sav-ior? To His scep-tre hum • bly bow? 





YetjOne came down from heaven's glo-ry Sav-ing us at aw - ful cost! 
The loved One on the cross for-sak - en Was one of the God-head Three! 
As our High Priest in heav'n He pleadeth, And Christ Je-sus is His name! 
Ton, too, shall come to know His fa - vor, He will save you, save you now ! 




Ohobus. 




Who saved us from e-ter-nal loss? What did He do? 

Who but God's Son upon the cross! He 





Where is He now? In heav-en in- ter - ced 

died for you ! Be - lieve it thou, In heav-en in- ter • ced 



^m 



^ 




*-t 



^^ 



($>«5>- 



ing! 
ing! 

<5>- 



^ 



^S 



Oopyriffht, IWS, by The Winona PnVAU'hVnt Co. \SMaL\>i v«>* 



SaTcid to the Uttermost. 
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W. J. K. 



Wm. J. KIRKPATRICK. 
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1. Saved to the 

2. Saved to the 

3. Saved to the 

4. Saved to the 



at - ter-mo8t; I am the Lord's; Je • sus, my 
at • ter-mofit; Je - sos is near, Keep - iDg me 
at • ter-most; this I can say, Once all was 
at - ter-most; cheer -ful - ly sing Load hal - le- 
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SaT • ior, sal • va - tion af - fords; Gives me His Spir - it a 

safe • ly, He cast- eth out fear; Trust -ing His prom - is - es, 

dark - ness, bat now it is day ; Beau - ti - ful vi - sions of 

la - jahs to Je - bus, my King! Ran-somed and par-doned, re - 
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wit - ness with - in, Whispering of par - don and sav - ing from sin 

how I am blest; Lean -ing up -on Him, how sweet is my rest 

glo - ry I see, Je - sns in brightness re-veal ed an • to me 

deemed by His blood, Cleansed from nn-right-eous-ness, glo • ry to God 
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Refbain. 
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Saved, saved, saved to the at-ter-most; Saved, saved by pow- er di - vine; 
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Saved, saved, saved to the at - ter-most; Je - sns, the Sav-ior, is mine. 




Copjrickt renewed, 190B, by Wm. J. KVi^iptitxtel. 'VSw^.X^ V«(« 
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Wonderftil LoTe. 



C. B. O. 



CHAS. B. OABBIXL. 
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1. I think, when I read the sweet sto - ly, How Je - sns came 

2. And when I am fol-l' wing His foot • steps, New vi-sions of 

3. Tho' ha, - ted, de-spised, and re - ject • ed, Neg-lect - ed a - 
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down from His throne, 
bean-ty nn • fold, 
gain and a • gain. 



To res-cue the per-ish-ing sin - ner. To 
Till, lost in the depths of a - maze - ment, I 
He nev-er de- sorts or fornuikes me, No 





suf- fer and die for His own: Why should He as-snme my ob- 

mar-vel such love to be • hold Why should He re - lin-quish His 

mat-ter how wayward I've been My bur - den of sor - row He 

w 1 
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la - tion? Why should He thus purchase sal- va - tion? Such love is di • 
glo - ry? Be-fore Him stood Cal-va - ry go • ry! Yet heav-en re • 
shar - eth, My stripes of in • iq - ni - ty wear - eth, My soul in His 
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WonderM Lore. Concluded. 
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vine rev - e - la 
sounds with the sto 
bos ' om He bear 



tion, Unbounded, unmeasured, an - known, 
ry Of love that can nev - er be told. . . . 
eth, This won-der - ful Sav - ior of men . . . 




Chobus. 
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Oh, it is won-der-fal that He should love me, And for my 
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sins with His life-blood a - tone! Oh, it is won-der-fal, 



mi[ f i f M 



:^ 



■^ 




rr^ 



-H H i f-j 



i 



:s 



If 



^m 



tp 



t 



won - der - ful, 
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won - der - ful ! 



Yet to the world be 
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known, He brought me 



a - gain 
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to His own.... 
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HARRIET AUBER. 



The Holy Ohost 



Rev. J. B. DYKES. 
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1. Oar blest Jte-deem-er, ere He breathed His ten-der last fare-well, 

2. He came in semblance of a dove, With shelt'riDg wings outspread, 

3. He came sweet influence to im-part, A gra-cions, willing Gaest, 

4. And His that gen- tie voice we hear, Soft as the breath of ev'n, 
6. And ev - *ry vir-tne we pos-sess, And ev - 'ry vie -fry won, 
6. Spir - it of pa - ri - ty and grace, Oar weakness, pitying, see; 
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A Guide, a Com-fort - er, bequeathed With us 
The ho - ly balm of peace and love On earth 
While He can find one hum - ble heart Wherein 
That checks each thought, that calms each fear. And speaks 
And ev - 'ry thought of ho - li - ness, Are His 

O make our hearts Thy dwelling-place. And wor 



to dwell. 
i0 shed, 
to rest, 
of heav'n. 
a - lone, 
thier Thee. 



O make our hearts Thy dwelling-place. And wor • thier Thee. A- meiL 



Anon. 



My Jesus, I Love Thee. 

ADONIRAM J. GORDON. 




1. My Je-8us, I love Thee, I know Thou art mine; For Thee all the 

2. I ~ love Thee, be-cause Thou hast first lov - ed me, And purchased my 

3. I will love Thee in life, I will love Thee in death, And praise Thee as 

4. In mansions of glo • ry and end-less de- light, I'll ev • er a - 
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fol - lies of sin I re -sign; My gra-cious Re •deem- er, my 
par - don on Gal - va-ry's tree; I love Thee for wear-ing the 
long as Thoa lend - est me breath; And say when the death-dew lies 
dore Thee in heav- en so bright; I'll sing with the glit - ter-ing 



My Jesus, I Loye Thee. Concluded. 
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Sav - ior art Thou, If ev 

thorns on Thy brow, If ev 

cold on my brow, If ev 

crown on my brow, If ev 

J 




I loved Thee, my Je - sua, 'tis now. 
I loved Thee, my Je - sos, 'tis now. 
I loved Tfaee^ my Je - sns,^ 'tis now. 
I loved Thee, my Je - sus, 'tis now. 
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er 
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Weary of Earth. 



V 



Rev. SAMUEL J. STONR 



JAMES LANGBAK. 




Wea-ry of earth, and la -den with my sin. 
So vile I am, how dare I hope to stand 
The while I fain would tread the heav'nly way, 
It is the voice of Je • sus that I hear; 
Tea, Thou wilt an -swer for me, righteous Lord, 



I look at heav'n and 
In the pure glo - ry 
E - vil is ev • er 
His are the hands stretched 
Thine all the mer - its, 
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long to en - ter in; 
of that ho - ly land, 
with me day by day; 
out to draw me near, 



But there no e - vil thing may find, a home; 
Be - fore the whiteness of that throne ap-pear? 
Tet on mine ears the gra- cious ti-dings fall. 
And His the blood that can for all . %* tone, 
mine the great re- ward; Thine the sharp thorns, and mine the gold -en crown; 
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And 
Yet 
"Re - 
And 
Mine 
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yet I hear a voice that bids me 

there are hands stretched out to draw me 

pent, con - fess, thou shalt be loosed from 

set me fault -less there be - fore the 

the life won, and Thine the life laid 



*'Come." 

near. 

all." 

throne. 

down. 



A • men. 



^ Tf i fYr^f 



^ 



V 



9- 



i 



64 



Joy of Forgiveness. 



A. S/ D. 



A. S. DE TOE. 




1. There is glad -Dess in my soul to-day, to-day, A peace I can -not tell, 

2. There is com-fort in my heart to -day, to-day, A joy that constant springs, 

3. There is sunshine in my heart to -day, to-day, A light that sat - is - fies, 
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For the Spir-it of the Lord now dwells with-in, And with my soul 'tis well. 
For the Com-fort-er has come to keep my sonl, And love and gladness brings. 
For my soul has found a home in Christ the Lord, And to His bos - cm flies. 
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Chobus. 




There is glad-ness in my heart 
There i^ com- fort in my heart 
There is sun-shine in my heart 



to-day, Which peace and joy im - part, 
to-day, Which peace and joy im - part, 
to-day, Which peace and joy im - part^ 
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There is glad - ness in my heart to-day, 




For the Spir-it of the Lord has come to stay, There's gladness in my heart. 
For the Spir-it of the Lord has come to stay, There's comfort in my heart. 
For the Spir-it of the Lord has come to 8tay,There's sunshine in my heart. 




Coprright, 1900, by Cb&i. H. Q«ibt\e\. \3MAb^ v^. 



Fill Me Now. 
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E. H. STOKES, D. D. 



JNO. R. SWENEY. 
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1. Hov - er o'er me, Ho - ly Spir - it, Bathe my trem-bling heart and brow; 

2. Thou canst^ll me, gracious Spir it, Though I can - not tell Thee how; 

3. I am weak-nees, full of weak-ness, At Thy sa - cred feet I bow; 

4. Cleanse and comfort, bless and sa^e me, Bathe, O bathe my heart and brow; 
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Fill me with Thy hal-lowed presence, Gome, O come, and fill me now. 
But I need Thee, great-ly need Thee; Come, O come, and fill me now. 
Blest, di- vine, e - ter-nal Spir- it. Fill with pow'r, and fill me now. 
Thou art com - fort- ing and sav - ing, Thou art sweet • ly fill - ing now. 
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Chobus. 
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Fill me now, fill me now. 
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Je - sus, come and fill me now; 
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Fill me with Thy hal-lowed pres-ence. Come, O come, and fill me now. 
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Used bv perm^Mlon, 
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Holy Spirit, DweU in Me. 



£. S. B. 



EFFIE S. BLACK. 




1. Ho - ly Spir - it, dwell in me, Teach mine err-ing feet' the way; 

2. Ho - ly Spir - it, dwell in me, Fill my heart with Thy rich grace; 

3. Ho - ly Spir - it, dwell in me, Till lifers night has passed » - way, 
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As I jour - ney here be - low, Guide me ev - *ry day. 

Let me all the beau - ty see In my Say - ior's &ce, 

When with rap - ture I shall wake In e - ter - nal day. 
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Show me what I ought to do, Help me shun the wrong; 
Till at last His life shall be Mir-rored in mine own, 
I shall dwell with Christ, my Lord, In our heaven - ly home, 
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In this va - ried chain of life Make the weak link strong. 
And the like - ness God can see To His own dear Son. 
And He will pre • sent me then Fault- less at the throne. 




Oopjright, 1S99, bj J. Wilbar Ohspman. Uied by per. 



Breathe on us, Holy Spirit. 
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BBSPSCT7ULLT InBORIBSU TO RST. R. A. WALTON, D. D. 

Bit. B. H. WA8HBURNE. LOUIS D. EfCHHOBN. 




7 

1. Breathe on ns, O 

2. Breathe on ns, O 

3. Breathe on ns, O 

4. Breathe on ns, O 



Ho • Ij Spir - it, As we meet with one ac • ooid, 

Ho - ly Spir - it, As Thy al - tar we snr-ronnd; 

Ho • ly Spir • it, We he-iieve Thy prom-ise tme, 

Ho - ly Spir -it, E - ven as at Pen - te • cost; 

It I I 





Grant to ns Thy gra-cionsfo« vor, Oome,ac-eord-ing to Thy word. 

Fill ns with Thy ppw*r and hlessing, Place onr feet on sol - id gronnd* 

We are long-ing for Thy full - ness, Quickly come, onr sonls re - new. 

We will wait the prom-ised hless-ing, Then go forth to save the lost. 




Qhobus. , 




Breathe on ns, O Ho-ly Spir - it. We be -lieve that Thon dost oome; 
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Then onr sonls art sweet-ly fiU-ing, Self to Thee has giv-en room. A - men. 




*La$t itaruM onty. 
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Spirit, Tender, Holy. 



£. S> B. 
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1. Spir 

2. Splr 

3. Spir 

4. Spir 



it, ten - der, 

it, ten - der, 

it, ten - der, 

it, ten - der. 



Ho 
Ho 
Ho 
Ho 
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EFFIE S. BLACK. 
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ly, Come and dwell in me; 

ly, Make my heart Thy home; 

ly, Cleanse me from all sin; 

ly, Live in me su - preme; 
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Thro' Thy pow - er, whol 

Make me ptire and low 

Reign in my heart whol 

Guid - ed by Thee sole 
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ly; 
ly; 
ly, 
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Com - eth vie - to 
Gen - tie Spir - it, 
Now Thy work be 
Thy pow'r be my 
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ry. 
come; 

gin; 
theme. 
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Need-less is life's war 


- fare, 


Naught have we to 


dread, 


Let me feel Thy pow 


- er. 


All Thy good - ness 


fiAA* 


Be my strength in weak 


- ness, 


Quell my fool -ish 


fears; 


Spir -it, wilt Thou nev 


- er 


Leave me? for by 


Thee 
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If 
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Be 
Are 
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we yield to 
would be this 

my stay in 
life's dis - eords 



Thy 
hour., 
sick - 
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care. If by Thee we're led. 

.... Bathed in pu - ri - ty. 

ness. Ban - ish all my tears, 

er Made sweet har - mo - ny. 
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C!ome, Holy Spirit. 
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ISAAC WATTS. 



WILLIAM JONES. 




1. Gome, Ho - ly Spir - it, 

2. Look — how we grov-el 

3. In vain we tone oar 

4. Fa - ther, and shall we 
6. Gome, Ho - Iv Spir -it, 



heavenly Dove, 
here be -low, 

form -al songs, 
ev - er live 

heav*nly Dove, 
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With all Thy qnick'uing pow'rs; 
Fond of these earth-ly toys; 
In vain we strive to rise; 
At this poor dy - ing rate, 
With all Thy quick 'ning pow'is; 
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Ein-dle ft flame of sa - 
Oarsonls,howheav-i - ly 
Ho - san- nas lan-gnish on 
Onr love so faint, so cold 
Gome,shed a-broad a Sav - 



cred love In these 
they go, To reach 
onr tongae8,And onr 
to Thee, And Thine 
ior's love. And that 



1^ 

cold hearts of oars, 
e • ter - nal joys. 
de • 
to 



vo - tion dies, 
us so great? 
shall kin -die ours.. 
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Holy Ghost, with Light Diyine. 



A. REED. 



LOUIS MOBEAU G0TT8CHALK. 




1. Ho 

2. Ho 

3. Ho 

4. Ho 



ly Ghost, with light divine, Shine np - on this heart of 
ly Ghost, with pow'r divine, Gleanse this gnilt- y heart of 
ly Ghost, with joy divine, Gheer this saddened heart of 
ly Spir - it, all divine, Dwell within this heart of 



mine; 
mine; 
mine; 
mine; 




Ghase the shades of night a - way, Tarn my dark-ness in - to day. 

Long hath sin, with-ontcon-trol. Held do-min-ion o'er my soul. 

Bid my man - y woes de - part. Heal my wounded, bleeding heart. 

Gast down ev - 'ry i - dol-throne, Reign sn-preme — and reign a*lone. 
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Spirit of Ood, Descend. 



Rev. GEORGE CROLY. 
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1. Spir - it 
2. 
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of God, descend up - on my heart; Wean it from earth; thro' 
I ask no dream, no propb-et - ec-8ta- sies; No and -den rend - ing 

3. Hast Thou not bid us love Tbee, God and Ring? All, all Tbine own, soul, 

4. Teacb me to feel that Thou art al-ways nigh; Teach me the Strug -gles 

5. Teacb me to love Thee as Tbine an - gels love, One ho.- ly pas - sion 
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all its puls-es move; Stoop to my weak 
of the veil of clay; No an - gel vis 
heart, and strength and mind; I see. Thy cross- 
of the soul to bear, To check the ris - 
fill-ing all my frame; The bup-tism of 



I 
>ness, might y as Tbou art, 
-it - ant, no op-'ning skies: 
—there teach my heart to cling: 
• ing doubt, the reb - el sigh; 
the heav'n-de-scend-ed Dove, 
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And 

But 

O 

'i'each 

My 



make me love Thee as I 
take the dim-ness of my 
let me seek Tbee, and O 
me the pa-tieuceof un 
heart an al 



ought to love, 
soul a - way. 
let me find. 
- an -,swered pray'r. 
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tar, and Thy love the flame. 
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Perfect Peace. 



FRANCES R. HAVERGAL. 

Joyful 



J. MOUNTAIN. 




1. Like a riv - er glorious, Is God's per- feet peace, O- ver all vic- 

2. Hidden in the hoi - low Of His bless - ed hand, Nev - er foe can 

3. Ev - 'ry joy or tri • al Fall-etb from a - hove. Traced up-on our 
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From "Hymnt of CouiMTtJAQia.*^ 



Perfeet Peace. Concluded. 
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to - rious In its bright in • crease; Per-fiect, yet it flow - eth Full - er 
fol - low, Nev - er trait -or stand; Not a sarge of wor - ry, Not a 
di - al By the San of Love. We may trust Uim fnl - ly All for 
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Cuo.— Stayed up -on Je - ho- vah, Hearts are 

D. S. for Chorus, 








^ 



^ 



ey - 'ry day, — Per -feet, yet it grow -eth Deep-er all the way. 

shade of care, Not a blast of hur - ry Touch the spir • it there. 

118 to do; They who trust Him whol - ly Find Him whol-ly true. 




"ful'ly blest; Find-ing, as He pram-ised, Per -feet peace and rest. 



Holy Ghost, the Infinite. 




1. Ho - ly Ghost, the In - fin - ite! Shine up - on our na - lure's night 

2. We are sin -ful, cleanse us. Lord; We are faint, Thy strength afford; 

3. Like the dew Thy peace dis - til; Guide, sub-due our way -ward will; 

4. In us ^*Ab - ba, Fa- ther,** cry, Ear-nest of our bliss on high, 
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With Thy bless - ed in - ward light, Com - fort - er Di - vine! 

Lost, un - til by Thee re - stored, Com - fort - er Di - vine! 

Things of Christ nn - fold • ing still. Com - fort - er Di - vine! 

Seal of im - mor - tal - i - ty, Com - fort - er Di - vine! 




^ 
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Holy Spirit, th>m Above. 

(IVBCBIBBS TO RiT. C. H. TTITBAU..) 



H. R. P. 



H. It. PALMER. 

I- 






1. Ho - ly Spir - it from a - bove, Fill onr hearts with Thy pure love; 

9. Take our sin • fnl tho'tsa - way; Lead, O lead us lest we stray; 

3. With the al - tar's sa- cred Fire, Touch our lips,* our hearts in -spire; 

4. Bless-ed source of heav'nly light, Now dis-perse the gloom Of night; 
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Ohf in • spire us with Thy zeal; May each soul Thy pres-ence feel. 
Ho - ly Spir • it, faith-fal Guide, May each soul in Thee a - bide. 
Oh, il - lume us by Thy grace; In each soul Thy im - age trace. 
In our hearts for - ot - er shine; Fill each soul with joy di-vine. 
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Ho-ly Spirit from Thy throne a-bove, Fill ns with the Savior's dyeing love; 





Now descend upon ns, Heav'nly Dove; Oom«,Th«o Uesatd Comforter. A - mat. 
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Oh, the Peace. 
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Rev. J. J. RETT. 
DUBT. 



J. J. LOWE. 
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.1. Oh, the peace that come from Je - sns, Oh, the peace that's al-ways new, 

2. Oh, the peace that I have tast - ed Since my Sav - ior spoke to me; 

3. Oh, the rich- es of this treas - are I have (onnd a - lone in Him; 

4. Now this peace to all is of • fered, By a Say - ior from a - hove, 
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Bless- ed peace that last-eth ev • er Will He glad-ly give to yon. 
Bid -ding my poor an-xions spir - it Trust in i7im who calmed the sea. 
And His peace with-in is dwell - ing, Since He cleansed me from all sin. 
And in mer - cy He will par - don Ev - 'ry crea-tnre of His love. 
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Oh, the peace, the peace of Je - sns, Won - der - fnl it is to be 





Calm • ly kept a -mid the bil-lows Of life's vild and rest-lees sea. 
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I Surrender All. 



j. w. van de venter. 
Duet. 



W. S. WEEDEN. 
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1. All 

2. All 

3. All 

4. All 

5. All 



to Je - SOS 

to Je - 8U8 

to Je - 8118 

to Je - SUB 

to Je - 8118 



I 8ar-ren-der, All to Him I free-ly give; 

I 8ar-ren-der, Hum -bly at Hi8 feet I bow; 

I snr-ren - der, Make me, Sav • ior, whol- ly Thine ; 

I 8iir-ren-der, Lord, I give my -self to Thee; 

I sar-ren-der, Now I feel the 8a -cred flame; 
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I will ey - er love and trnit Him, In His pre8-ence dai - ly live. 
Worldly pleas-ares all for - sak - en, Take me, Je - sus, take me now. 
Let me feel the Ho - ly Spir - it, Tra - ly know that Thou art mine. 
Fill me with Thy love and pow - er, Let Thy bless-ing fall on me. 
O the joy of fall sal -va- lion! Glo - ry, glo-ry to His name! 




Chobus. 
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I sar-ren-der all, 

Isar-ren-derall, 



I sar-ren-der all; 

I sar-ren-der all; 
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All to Thee, my bless • ed Sav - ior, I snr-ren -der all. 
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I Was a Wandering ^heep. 
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HORATroS BONAR. 



JOHN ZUNDEL. 




1. I was a wand'riog sheep, I did Dot love the fold, 

2. The Shep-herd sought His sheep, The Fa - ther sought His child; 

3. Je - SOS my Shep - herd is; 'Twas He that loyed my soul, 
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I did not love my Shep-herd 's voice, I would not be con - trolled: 
He fol- lowed me o'er vale and hill, O'er des - erts waste and wild: 
'Twas He that washed me in His blood, *Twas He that made me whole: 
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I was a way - ward child, I did not love my home, 
He found me nigh to death, Fam-ished, and faint, and lone; 
'Twas He that sought the lost, That found the wan-d'ring sheep; 
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I did not love my Fa-ther's voice, I loved a - far to roam. 
He bound me with the bands of love, He saved the wan-d'ring one. 
'Twas He that brought me to the fold, 'Tis He that still doth keep. 
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Speed Away. 



**Go ye into all the world and preaoh the gospel.** — Mark 16: IS. 
JNO B. CLEMENTS. I. B. WOODBURY, arr. 
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1. Speed a 

2. Speed a 
8. Speed a 
4. Speed a 



way, 'speed a - 

way, speed a - 

way, speed a - 

way, speed a - 
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way, to the strong -holds of sin, 

way, as a her • aid of light, 

way, for the day is >£iir spent, 

way, there are mill - iona to saye, 
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In the might of Jo - ho - vab a vie - fry to win; 

Go where sin is the black -est, help ban - i^h its night; 

When the night-shades have fall - en, no man may re - pent; 

And the sonls are so pre - cioos we onght to be brave; 



Fear no 
Great the 

'Tis the 
When we 
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foe how - e'er bold, trnst the Lord and o - bey. With a mil march-ing 
need of a heart full of love for the lost, Thatwillstand, and will 
hour to be act - ive, no mo- ment to lose. We must urge men to- 
think how God loved them and gave up His Son, It spurs us to 
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in to the thick of the fray; He will help us to stand, will be 
toil, nev> er connt-ing the cost; With a life that is pure, and a 
day the Be - deem - er to choose; With a will we must work, we musfc 
ac-tion, the lost must be won! Let us heed each faint cry, let us 
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Speed Away. Concluded. 
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with ns for aye, Speed a - way, speed a - way, 
face like the day, Speed a - way, speed a - way, 
watch, and must pray, Speed a - way, speed a - way, 
help while we may, Speed a - way, speed a - way, 
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speed a - way. 

speed a - way. 

speed a - way. 

speed a - way. 
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Something for Jesus. 



Rev. S. D. PHELPS. 



Rev. ROBERT LOWRY. 





1. Sav • lor! Thy dy - ing love Thoa gav - est me, Nor should I 

2. At the blest mer - ey seat, Plead-ing for me, My fee - ble 

3. Give me a faith - ful heart — Like- ness to Thee — That each de- 

4. All that I am and have — Thy gifts so free — In joy, 
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aught withhold, Dear Lord, from Thee; In love my soul would bow, My heart ful- 
faith looks up, Je - sus, to Thee: Help me the cross to bear, Thy wondrous 
part - ing day Hence-forth may see Some work of love be -gun, Some deed of 
grief, thro' life, Dear Lord, for Thee! And when Thy face I see, My ran-somed 
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fil its vow, Some of - f ring bring Thee now, Some-thing for Thee, 
love de-clare, Some song to raise, or pray'r. Some-thing for Thee, 
kind-ness done, Some wan - d'rer sought and won, Some-thing for Thee, 
soul shall be, Thro* all e - ter - ni - ty, Some-thing for Thee. 
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Reviye Thy Work. 



ALBERT MIDLAKE. 



JAMES MoGRANAHAN. 
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1. Ke-vive Thy work, O Lord! Thy might -j arm make bare; Speak 

2. Re-Tive Thy work, O Lord! Dis-tarb this sleep of death; Quick- 

3. Re-viv© Thy work, O Lord! Cre-ate soul-thirst for Thee; But 

4. Re-yive Thy work, O Lord! Ex - alt Thy pre - cious name; And 
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with the voice that wakes the dead, Aud make Thy peo - pie hear, 

en the smouldering em - bers now By Thine Al - might - y breath, 

hun-g'ring for the bread of life, Oh, may our spir - its be! 

by the Ho - ly Ghost, our love For Thee and Thine in - flame. 
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Chobus. 




Re - vive! re - vive! And give re-fresh-ing show'rs; 

Revive Thy ^ork ! re - vive Thy work ! And give, O give refreshing show'r^ » 
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The glo - ry shall be all Thine own; The blessing shall be ours. 
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LoTe DiTine. 
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CHARLES WESLEY. 



JOHN ZUNDEL. 




1. Love di-vine, all love ex -eel-ling, Joy of beav'n, to earth comedown! 

2. Breathe,0 breathe Th J lov-ing Spir - it In - to er - 'ry troub- led breast! 

3. Come, Al -might- y to de-lir-er, Let ns n\\ Thy life re-ceive; 

4. Fin - ish then Thy new ere - a - tion; Pare and spot-less let us be: 





Fix in ns Thy ham -ble dwelling; All Thy faith-fnl mer- cies crown. 
Let ns all in Thee in - her - it, Let ns find that sec • ond rest. 
Sud-den - ly re - turn, and nev - er, Nev - er more Thy tern - pies leave: 
Let ns see Thy great sal -va- tion, Per-fect-ly re -stored in Thee: 





Je - SOS, Thoa art all com-pas-sion, Pare nn-bonnd-ed love Thoa art; 
Take a- way oar bent to sin-niog; Al-pha and O - me - ga be; 
Thee we wonl^ be al- ways blessing, Serve .Thee as Thy hosts a- bove. 
Changed from glo-ry in - to glo • ry, Till in beav*n we take oar place, 
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Vis - it ns with Thy sal - va-tkm; En - ter er - 'ry trem-blingbeait. 
End of faith, as its be - gin-ning. Set our hearts at lib - er - ty. 
Pray, and praise Tlieewitbootceas-iiig, Glo-rj in Thy per- feet love, 
mi we cast onr crowos be-fore Thee, Lost in won-der, love, and praise. 
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80 Glorious Things of Thee Are Spoken. 



JOHN NEWTON. 



F. J. HATDNw 




1. Glo-rious things of thee are spo-ken, Zi - on, cit - y of onr God; 

2. See, the streams of ^ living wa-ters, Springing from e - ter* nal love, 
8. Ronnd each hab - i - ta - tion hovVing, See the cloud and fire ap - pear, 





He, whose word can-not be broken,Formed thee for His own a - bode; 
Well sap - ply thy sons and daughters. And all fear of want re- move; 
For a glo-ry and a cov- 'ring, Showing that the Lord is near. 
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On the Hock of A - ges founded. What can shake thy sure re - pose? 
Who can faint while such a riv - er Ev - er flows their thirst t'as-suage? 
Blest in • hab - i - tants of Zi - on, Washed in the Re- deem-er's bloc^! 
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With 6al-ya-tion*s walls surrounded, Thou may st smile at all thy foes. 
Grace, which like the Lord, the Giver, Nev -er fails from age to age. 
Je - sns, whom their souls re-ly on , Makes them kings and prints to God. A-men. 
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A Mighty Fortress. 
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M. L. 



MARTIN LUTHEIB. 




1. A might -J for -tress is oar God, A bul-wark nev- er fail - ing; 

2. Did we in our own strength ooo-fide, Our striv-ing would be los - ing; 

3. And tho' this world, with demons filled, Should threaten to un - do us, 

4. That word a- hove all earth -ly pow'rs, No thanks to them, a- bid - eth; 
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Onr help-er He, a - mid the flood Of mor-tal ills pre - vail 
Were not the right man on our side, The man of God's own choos • 
We will not fear, for God hath willed His truth to triumph thro' 
The Spir - it and the gifts are ours Thro' Him who with us sid - 



ing. 

ing. 

us. 

eth. 
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For still our ancient foe Doth seek to work us woe; His craft and pow*r are great, 
Dost ask who that may be? Christ Jesus, it is He; Lord Sabaoth is His name, 
The Princeofdarkne8sgrim,We tremble not for him; His rage we can en- dure. 
Let goods and kin-dred go, This mor-tal life al - so; The b<^-y they may kill; 
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And, armed with cru-el hate. On earth is not his e - qual. 

From age to age the same, And He must win the bat - tie. 

For lo! his doom is sure: One lit- tie word shall fell him. 

God's truth a -bid -eth still. His kingdom is for - ev - er. A -men. 
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S2 From Greenland's Icy Mountains. 

Bishop REGINALD HEBEB. r. ^ LOWELL MASON. 




1. From Green-land's i • cy moun-tains, From In - dia's oor - al strand, 

2. What tho' the spl -.cj breez - es Blow soft o'er Cey-lon^s isle; 

3. Can we, whose soals are light - ed With wis-dom from on hi^, 

4. Waft, waft, ye winds, His sto - ry, And* you, ye wa-ters, roll, 





Where Af - ric!s sun - ny foun - tains Roll down their gold 

Tho* ev • 'ry pros - pect pleas - es, And on • ly man 

Can we to men be- night- ed The lamp of life 

Till . like a sea of glo - ry It spreads from pole 



en sand, 

is vile: 

de - ny? 

to pole; 
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From man -y an an-cient riv - er, From man -y a palm-y plain, 

In vain with lav - ish kind - ness The gifts of God are strown 

Sal • va - tion! O sal - va - tion! The joy - fnl sound pro -claim, 

Till o*er our ran-somed na - ture The Lamb for sin - ners slain. 
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They call us to de - liv - er Their land from er-ror*s chain. 
The hea-then in His blind- ness Bows down to wood and stone. 
Till each re - mot-est na - tion Has learned Mes-si -ah 's name. 
Re - deem-er, King, Cre - a - tor, In bliss re-turns to reign. A -men. 
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What Wilt Thou Have -Me to Do? 
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B. A. R. 



P. P. BILHORN. 
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1. Lord, Tbon hast granted sal- va-tion to me, What wilt Thou haye me to do? 

2. Since I am saved by the Crucified One, What wilt Thou have me to do? 

3. Par - don is granted thro' Him who hath died, What wilt Thou have me to do? 

4. Bead - y and will-ing Thy voice to o - bey, What wilt Thou have me to do? 
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From Satan's bondage at last I am free, What wilt Thou have me to do? 
I would point oth-ers to God's on-ly Son, What wilt Thou have me to do? 
I am so hap-py with Thee at my side, Wliat wilt Thou have me to do? 
Bid me to fol-low Thee day un-to day, What wilt Thou have me to do? 
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What wilt Thou have me to do? Where wilt Thou have me to go? 
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Je - sua, my Master, Thy will shall be mine, What wilt Thou have me to do? 
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Count Tour Mercies. 



FLORA KIRKLAND, Alt 



CHAS. H. GABRIEL. 





1. Are you heav • y - la - den aod with sor - row tried? Look in faith to 

2. Think of hid -den dan-gers He has brought yon thro*, Of the cares and 

3. Does yonr path-way dark-en when the clonds draw near? Conntyour man-y 

4. As He looks from heav-en down on yon and me, Know yon not He 

(M:jk ^ ^ f f. Jfi y; 4. r f it" ''^ g 





Christ, yonr Helper, Friend, an4 Guide; Think of all yonr mer-cice, snch a 
bur-dens He has borne forx you, . Of His words of com- fort in yoi 
mer- cies, dry the flow - ing tear; Trust Him in the shad-ows dim, an 
choos-eth what each day shall be? Trust His lov * ing wis-dom, tho* the 
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bound-less store. Tears will change to prais - es as you count them o*er. 
deep - est need. Count the times when Je - sus proved a Friend in • deed. 
have no fear; ^'Heav'n will be the sweet- er for the dark down here.'* 
hot tears start, Give to Him the in - cense of a grate - ful heart. 
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Chorus. 
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Count yonr mer 

Count your man - y mer 




cies, such a bound-less store, Count your 
cies, bound - less store, Conntyour man-3 




mer 
mer 



cies, pressed and run - ning o*er. All your mer - cies, 

cies run - ni^g o'er, All your mer - cies, count them 
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Count Your Mercies. Concluded. 
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ooant them o'er and o'er, 
o'er and o er, 



Lost in love and wonder at the bound-less store. 




In the Honr of Trial. 



JAMES MONTGOMERY. 



8PENGER LANE. 




1. In the hour of tri - al, Je-sus, plead for me, Lest by base de- ni - al 

2. With for-bid-d en pleasures Would this Tain world charm, Or its sor-did treasures' 

3. Should Thy mercy send me Sorrow, toil and woe, Or should pain attend me 

4. When my last hour oometb , Fraught with strife and pain, When my dust re-tumetb 





I de-part from Thee; When Thou see'st me wa - ver. With a look re- 
Spread to work me harm, Bring to my re-mem-brance Sad Oetbsem-a- 
On my path be - low, Grant that I may nev - er Fail Thy hand to 
To the dust a - gain, On Thy truth re - ly - ing, Thro' that mortal 
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call, » .... Nor for fear nor fa - vor Suf-fer me to fall. 

ne, Or in dark-er semblance, Cross-crowned Cal-va-ry. 

see; Grant that I may ev - er Cast my care on Thee. 

strife Je - BUS, take me, dy -log, To e- ter- nal life. 
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The "Good News" Must Be Told. 



E. A. H. 



Rev. ELISHA A. HOFFMAN. 
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1. The sto - ry of re-deem-ing love More pre-cious ia than gold, 

2. It is a sto. - ry strange - ly sweet, That nev - er grow-eth old, 
3.' O yes! our lips must bon - or Him, His love must be ex - tolled, 
4. To those who long for heav'n - ly peace, To wan-d'rers from the fold, 
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And on thro' all the years of time The *^good news'' must be told. 
And to the a-ged and the young The "good news" must be told. 
His grace to men must be made known, The *'good news" must be told. 
To all who thirst for righteous - ness The "good news" must be told. 







Chorus 




That sweet, old sto - ry must be 

it 
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told, The gos - pel sto - ry 

must be told, 
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old and ev - er new, The sweet, old sto - ry must be told. 
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Make Me a Clianiiel of Blessing. 87 

B. 6. S. H. O. SMYTH. 
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1. Is yonr life a chan-nel of bless - ing? Is the love of God 

2. Is your life a chan-nel of bless • ing? Are you bur - dened f or 

3. Is yonr life a chan-nel of bless - ing? Is it dai - ly 

4. We can not be chan-nels of bless - ing If onr lives are not 




flow - ing thro' you? Are you tell - ing the lost of the Say - ior? Are yoa 

those that are lost? Have you urged up - on those who are stray - ing, The 

tell - ing ' for Him? Have you spok - en the word of sal - va - tion To 

free from all sin; We will bar - ri-ers be and a hin-dranceTo 
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read - y His serv-ice to do? 

Say - ior who died on the cross? Make me a chan-nel of bless-ing to-day, 

those who are dy - ing in sin? 

those we are try - ing to win. 
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Make me a chan-nel of bless-ing, I pray; My life pos - sess - ing, 
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my serv-ice bless-ing, Make me a chan-nel of bless-ing to-day 
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It Shall Be Mine. 



**Ye Bliall reeeiTO a orown of glory that fadeth not away.**— 1 Peter 6: 4. 
J. W. V. J. W. VAN DE VENTER. 







1. There waits a crown be-yond the skies, A fade-less gem, a roy - al prize, 

2. I saf-fer here, en-dare the pain, I bear the cross that I may reign; 

3. No cm - el hand can dim, nor mar, De -ny the crown of one bright star; 

4. E - ter - nal years will come and go, And all shall pass a - way be - low; 
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With- in the Sav lor s ten - der care, For ev - *ry child erf God to wear. 
I seek the hon • or and renown That glo - ri - fies the victor's crown. 
The light will nev - er fade a - way, Bat glit - ter like the orb of day. 
But, far a • hove the realms of night, The crown will shine, for-ev • er bright. 




It shall be mine, an -£Etd - ing gem, . E • ter • naL 

It shall be mine, un-fad-ing gem, 
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gift, bright di •" a - dem; Its ra-diant light • 

E - ter-nal gift, bright di- a-dem ; Its radian t \ig^^ 




the stars oat - shine; The crown of glo - ry shall be mine! 

the stars outshine; 
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That Beautiful City of Gold. 
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JOHN JAMES. 



J. J. LOWE 




1. There's a beau - ti * fnl home o'er the val-ley of death. And its beau-ties no 

2. Ofb in vi - sions I see that bright home of the soul , And its splendors be- 

3. I will la-bor and pray, glad -ly wait His command, Here be-low in this 

4. Are you trust-ing in Uim, Christ, the Sav-ior of men? Is your life by the 
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mor-tal hath told; There no night ev - er comes, and no tears ev - er fall, 
fore me on -fold; And the voi-ces I hear of the loved ones who wait 
world dark and cold, Till His an - gels shall come and shall bear me a - way 
Mas - ter con-trolled? He hath promised to bring all who love and o - bey 




In that bean-ti • ful cit - y of gold. 

For me there in that cit - y 

To that beau-ti - ful cit - y 

To that beaa-ti - ful cit - y of gold 



of gold. ^ 
of gold, f j^ 
of gold, f ^ 
of gold. J 



that bean-ti • fnl dt • y of 



f f f t r 




r=Tf 





gold, we are told, The in - hab - i - tants nev - er grow old; But the 




King we shall see, and His face shall behold, Id that beantifnl cit - y of gold. 
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One More Day's Work for Jesus. 



"I must work the works of him that sent me. while it is da)\*' — Johu 9: 4. 
Miss ANNA WARNER. Rev. ROBERT LOWRY. 
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1. One more day's work for 

2. One more day's work for 

3. One more day's work for 

4. One more day's work for 

5. Oh, bless - e<d work for 
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Je-8as;On6 less of life forme! Butbeav'nis 
Je - bus; How glo-rions is my King! 'Tis joy, not 
Je - sus; How sweet the work has been, To tell the 
Je - sus — O yes, a wea-ry day ; But heav'n shines 
Je- sus! Oh, rest at Jesus* feet! There toil seems 
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near-er, And Christ is dear-er, Than yes - ter-day to me; His love and 
du - ty, To speak His beau-ty ; My soul mounts on the wing At the mere 
sto - ry, To show the glo - ry, When Christ's flock eu-ter in! How it did 
clear-er, And rest comes nearer, At each step of the way, And, Christ ui 
pleasure, My wants are treasure, And pain for Him is sweet. Jx>rd, if I 




Chobxts. 
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light Fill all my soul to-night, 
tho't How Christ my life has bought, 
shine In this poor heart of mine! 
all— Be -fore His feet I fall, 
may, I'll serve an - oth - er day. 
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One more day 's work for Jesus, On^ 
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more day's work for Jesus, One more day's work for Jesus, One less of life for me. 



m 



$ 



#± 




i g-^giTT f t 



iSh^ 



n 



^— <2- 



W=*-^ 



r 

Cop jrlgbt property of "Maty tluuyoTi 1.o^t3 . TJ%«A. Vl "?« • 



^^^ 



I Will Pass Over Yon. 
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EL. NATHAN. 



JAMES McGRANAHAN. 




1. When God the way of life would teach And gsAh - er all His own, 

2. By Christ, the Lamb, the Lamb of God, The pre-cioos blood was shed, 

3. sonl, for thee sal - va - tion thus By God is free - ly giv'n; 

4. The wvath of God that was our due. Up - on the Lamb was laid; 
6. How calm shall pass the jndg-ment hour. To all who do o -bey 
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He puts them safe be - yond the reach Of death, by blood a - lone. 

When He fnl - filled God's ho - ly word. And suf - fered in oar stead. . 

The blood of Christ a - tones for sin. And makes us meet for heav'n. 

And by His blood, Hispre-cious blood, The debt for us was paid. 

The word of God a - bont the blood. And make that word their stay. 




Chorus. 
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It is His word, God's precious word. It stands for - ey - er true; 

It is His word, God's pre-oioos word. 
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When I, the Lord» shall see the blood, I will pass o - ver you. 

When I the Lord, shall see the blood, ^ 

^ 
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92 The Story that NeTer Grows Old. 

JOHN H. YATES. M. L. McPHAIL. 




1. How dear "to my heart is the sto - ry of old, The Bto - ry that 

2. It came to my heart when, all fet-tered by sin, I sat in the 

3. It comes to m j soul when the temp-ter is nigh With snares for my 

4. When sor- row is mine, and on pil-lows of stone My ach-inghead 

5. When down in the ^^val - ley andshad-ow of Death,'* I en - ter the 




ev - er is new, Themes-sage that saints of all a - ges have told, 

pris - on of doubt; Like an - gel of old, the glad sto - ry came in 

way-wea-iy feet; It tells of the Rock that is high-er dian I, 

seeks for re - pose, This sto - ry brings comfort and peace from the throne, 

gloom of the grave, I'll tell the old sto - ry with life's lat - est breath 
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Themes-sage so ten-deraud true. 

And led me tri- um-phant-ly out. 

And leads to its bliss - fui re - treat, y The sto - ry that nev - er grows 

My des - ert blooms forth like the rose. 

Of Christ and His pow - er to save. J that 




old, Though o " ver and o • ver 'tis told, The 

nev • er grows old, I 'tis told, 




sto - ry so dear,bringing heaven so near, Sweet story that nev-er grows old. 
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TeU Me the Story of Jesus. 
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FANNY J. CROSBY. 



JNO. R. SWENEY. 
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1. Tell me the sto • 17 of Je - sas, Write on my heart ev - 'ry word, 

2. Fast-ing a -lone in thedes-ert, Tell of the days that He paesed, 

3. Tell ot the cross where they nailed Him, Writhing in an -guish and pain ; 
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Cho.— TeK me ihe sto -ry of /e - sus, Write on my heart ev - ^ry word; 



Fine, 




Tell me the sto - ry most pre- clous, Sweet-est that ev - er was heard; 
How for oar sins He was temp -ted, Yet was tri-um-phant at last; 
Tell of the grave where they laid Him, Tell how He liv - eth a - gain ; 




Tell me ihe sto ' ry most pre - cious, Sweet-est that ev - er was heard. 




Tell how the an -gels, in cho - rns, Sang as they welcomed His hirth, — 
Tell of the years of His la - bor, TeU of the sor-row He bore, 
Love in that sto - ry so ten - der, Clear- er than ev - er I see; 
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Glo - ry to God in the high - est! JPeace and good tidings to earth. 
He was de-spised and af - flict - ed. Home-less, re - ject - ed and poor. 
Stay, let me weep while yon whisper, Love paid the ran -som for me. 
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Will There Be Any Stars? 



B. B. HEWITT. 



JNO. B. SWENEY. 
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1. I am thiDking to-day of that bean-ti-fal land I shall reach when the 

2. In the strength of the Lord let me la - bor and pray, Let me watch as a 

3. OhjWhatjoY will it be, when His face I be- hold, liv-ing gems at His 
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sun go-eth down ; When thro* wonderful grace by my Sav-ior I stand, Will there 
win-ner of souls; That bright stars may be mine in the glo-ri-ous day. When His 
feet to lay down ; It would sweeten my bliss in the cit - y of gold, Should tbm 
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be an - y stars in my crown? \ 
praise like the sea-billow rolls. |- Will there be an-y stars, an- y stars in my crown, 
be an -y stars in my crown? J 
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When at evening the sun go-eth down? When I wake with the blest 

go-eth down ? 
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In the man-sious of rest, Will there be an - y stars in my crown? 

an - y stars in my crown? 
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My Days Are Gliding Swiftly By. 
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Rev. DAVID NELSON. 



GEO. P. ROOT. 
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1. My days are glid - ing swifb - ly by, And I, a pil-grim stranger, 

2. We'll gird our loins, my breth-ren dear, Our dis- tant borne dis-cern-ing; 

3. Should coming days be cold and dark, We need not cease onr sing-ing; 

4. Let sor-row^s rad - est tern- pest blow, Each cord on earth to sev - er, 
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Would not de - tain them as they fly ! Those hours of toil and dan- 
Our ab- sent Lord has left us word, Let ev - *ry lamp be bum- 
That per-fect rest naught can mo - lest, Where gold-en harps are ring- 
Our King 8ays,"Come!" and there's our home, For-ev - er, oh, for- ev 



ger. 

ing. 

ing. 

• er! 
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For oh, we stand on Jordan's strand ;Our friends are pass-ing o - Ter; 
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And, just be -fore, the shin-ing shore We may al-mostdis-cov- er. 
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Could I Find. 



B. CLEVELAND. 



J. J. LOWE. 




1. O could I find from day to day A near - ness to mj God, 

2. Lord, I de - sire with Thee to live A - new from day to day, 

3. Blest Je -sns, come, and rale my heart, And make me whol - ly Thine, 
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Then would my hoars glide swift a - way, While lean-ing on His word. 
In joys the world can nev - er give, Nor ev • er take a • way. 
That I may nev - er • more de - part, Nor grieve Thy love di - vine. 
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Draw near - er, draw near • er. Draw me near-er, Lord, to Thee, 
Draw near-er, Lord, draw near-er. Lord, 
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Ck)me, let me feel Thy pres-ence near, Draw me nearer, Lord; to Thee. 
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Alone. 
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"For the Son of man U come to save that whloh was lost." — Matthew 18: 11. 
J. W. V. J. W. VAN DE VENTER. 
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1. A - Tone in the world are yoa roam - ing to-night, In dan-ger, ex- 

2. A - lone with-ont God on the wild waste of time. When mercy and 

3. A - lone in the vale, in the shad - ow of death, For- sak- en! How 

4. A - lone in the gloom of e - ter - ni-ty's night, The riv-er of 
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posed to the cold, A wan -der-ing sheep on the mountains of sin, 

par - don are nigh ! Why hard-en your heart and re - fuse to be saved, 

dread-ful the fate! Re -pent ere the door - way of mer - cy is closed, 

des • ti - ny crossed;. . . Toursonl with -out hope in the dark-ness will roam, 
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Un • shel - tered and far from the fold? 



Re - ject the dear Sav-ior, and die? 1 rk i,-o *^« fi,^ ^^\^^ r^f ♦!,-. 

When Je - sus will an-swer, "Too lat«!". . . . f ^ ^"*-**°» *^® ^^^^ ^^ *^« 
A wan • der-pj*. ransomed, bnt Inst! ^ 
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A wan • der - er, ransomed, bnt lost! 
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Shep-herd I hear, '*I bring tothewea-ry one rest; My arms are ez< 
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tend-ed, I bid him to come And pil- low his head on my breast.'* 
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Benlah Land. 



E. P. STITES. 



JKO. R. SWEMEY. 
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1. I've reached the land of corn and wine, And all its rich -. es free - ly mine; 

2. The Savior comes and walks with me, And sweet communion here have we; 

3. A sw6et per-fame up - on the breeze Is borne from ev - er - ver-nal trees, 

4. The zeph-yrs seem to float to me, Sweet sounds of heaven's mel -o - dy, 





^ere shines undimmed one blissful day, For all my night has passed a-way. 
He gen - tly leads me with His band, For this is beav- en*s bor- der-laud. 
And flowers that uev- er - fad-ing grow Where streams of life for - ev - er flow. 
As an-gels, with the white-robed throng. Join in the sweet re-demp-tion song. 
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O Beu-lah land, sweet Beu-lah land, As on thy high - est mount I stand, 
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1 look a - way a - cross the sea, Where mansions are prepared for me, 
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And view the shin - ing glo - ry shore, My heav'n, my home for- ev - er more. 
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The Sweet By and By. 
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S. F. BENNETT. 



JOS. P. WEBSTER. 
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1. There's a land that is fair - er than day, 

2. We shall sing on that beau - ti - ful shore 

3. To our boun - ti - tul Fa - ther a - bove, 
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And by faith we can 

The mel - o - di - oiis 

We will of - fer our 

N 
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see it a - far, For the Fa - JJier waits o - ver the way. To pre- 
songs of the blest, And our spir - its shall sor - row no more, Not a 
trib - ute of praise, For the glo • ri - ous gift of His love, And the 
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Refbaik. 
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by and by, 



pare us a dwell -ing-pl ace there. In the sweet 

sigh for the bless- ing of rest. 

bless-ings that hal - low oar days. In the sweet by and by, 
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We shall meet on that bean-ti- ful shore; In the sweet 

by and by; by and by, 
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by and by. We shall meet on that beau - ti - ful shore. 

by and by, 
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Not I, But Christ. 



A. B. SIMPSON. 



From MENDELSSOHN. 
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2. 
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Not I, but Christ, be hon-ored, loved, ex -alt 

Not ly but Christ, to gen - tly soothe in sor 

Not I, but Christ, no i - die word e*er fall 

Not I, but Christ, my ev - *ry need sup- ply' 

Christ, on-ly Christ, ere long will fill my vi - 
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- ed, Not I, but 
row, Not I, but 
ing, Christ, on - ly 
ing, Not I, but 

sion; Glo - ry ex- 
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Christ, be seen, be known, be heard ; Not I, but Christ, in ev - 'ry look and — 
Christ, to wipe the fall- ing tear; Not I, but Christ, to lift the wea-ry 
Christ, no needless, bustling sound; Christ, on-ly Christ, no self- im - por- taDt= 
Christ, my strength and health to be; Christ, on - ly Christ, for bod - y, soul and 
eel - ling,-soon, full soon, I'll see; Christ, on - ly Christ, my ev - *ry wish ful^::^!. 
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tion. Not I, but Christ, in ev - 'ry thought and word, 

den, Not I, but Christ, to hush a - way all fear, 

ing, 'Christ, on-ly Christ, no trace of *'I" be found, 

it, Christ, on - ly Christ, live then Thy life in me. 

ing — Christ, on-ly Christ, my all in all to be. 
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There's a Wideness. 



FREDERICK W. FABER. 
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LIZZIE S. TOURJEE. 
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1. 

2. 
3. 

4. 



There's a wide-ness in God'-s mer-cy, Like the wideness of the sea: 
There is wel-oome for the sin - ner, And more gra - ces for the good- ^ 
For the love of God is broader Than the meas-ure ofman'smint^ 
If our love were but more sim-ple. We should take Him at His word ^ 
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There's a Wideness. Concluded. 
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There's a kiDd-ness in His justice, Which is more than lib - er - ty. 
There is mer - cj with the Sav-ior; There is heal - ing in His blood. 
And the heart of the E - ter-nal Is most won- der - ful - ly kind. 
And oar lives would be all sun-shine In the sweet-ness of our Lord. 
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Somebody. 



JNO. R. CLEMENTS. 



W. S. WEEDEN. 




1. Some-bod-y did a gold-en deed, Pro v-inghim-sel fa friend in need ; 

2. Some-bod-y tho't ^tis sweet to live, Will- ing-ly said/ 'I'm glad to give;" 

3. Some-bod-y made a lov -ing gift, Cheer fa I -ly tried a load to lift; 

4. Some-bod-y i - died all the hours, Carelessly crushed life's fairest flow'rs; 

5. Some-bod-y filled the day with light, Constantly chased a - way the night; 





Some-bod-y sang a cheer-ful song. Brightening the skies the wholeday long, 
Some-bod-y fought a val-iant fight, Bravely he lived to shield the right, 
Spme-bod-y told the love of CUrist,Told how His will was sac - ri - ficed, 
Some-bod-y made life loss, not gain, Thoughtlessly seemed to live in vain, 
Somebody's work bore joy and peace,Sure-ly his life shall nev - er cease, 
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Was that some-bod - y 



you? 



Was that some bod - y you? 
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FiUed With Glory. 



mb8. e. s. black. 



Welsh Milody. Abb. bt JAS. D. LITTLE. 



I 



I 




5 



r 



I ^ 0^4. 



I 



^^ 



1. Where the winds of death are blow - ing, Wan - ders my Lord, 

2. Long I wan-dered, faint and wea - ry, Bur • dened with woes, 

3. Sav - lor, since I heard Thee call- ing * 'Come, come to me/' 

4. Soul of mine, when thou hast tak - en ' Thy flight a - bove, 
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Thro' the vales of sin He's go - ing, Dear 
Dark - er grew the way, and drear - y, Fierc 
O'er my heart a peace is fall - ing, Deep 
Filled with glo - ry — thou shalt wak - en, Ra 

I 



Shep - herd, Lord; 
• er my foes; 
as the sea; 
diant with love; 
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Seek- ing lost ones from Him straying, Loved ones, long from home de-lay-ing, 
Till this ten-der Shepherdfound me, Threw His lov-ing arms a-roundme, 
All to Thee I now sur - ren-der, Be my stay, my sure de - fendrer, 
Heav'n shall be thy dwell-ing place. Thou shalt see Him face to face. 
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Ev - er - more He's watch - ing, pray-ing. Dear Shep - herd. Lord. 

With the bands of love He bound me, Brought sweet re • pose. 

Make me ho • ly, pure and ten - der, More, more like Thae. 

Praise Him for His won - drous grace. And bound - less love. 
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R. L. 



Rev. ROBERT LOWRY. 



Cheerful. 
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1. Shall we gath - er at the riv 

2. On the mar- gin of the riv 

3. Ere we reach the shin -ing riv 

4. At the smil-ing of the riv 

5. Soon we'll reach the silver riv 



er Where bright an • gel feet have trod; 
er, . Wash - ing up its sil - ver spray, 
er, Lay we ^ev-'ry bur- den down ; 
er, Mir - ror of the Sav-ior's face, 
er, Soon our pil-grim-age will cease; 
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With its crys - tal tide for ev - er Flow-ing by the throne of God? 
We will walk and wor-ship ev - er, All the hap-py, gold -en day. 
Grace our spir - its will de - liv - er, And pro- vide a robe and crown. 
Saints whom death will nev-er sev - er, Lift their songs of sav - ing grace. 
Soon our hap - py hearts will quiv-er With the mel - o - dy of peace. 




Chorus. 
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Yes, we'll gather at the riv - er, The beautiful, the beau-ti-ful riv - er, 
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Gath-er with the saints at the riv - er. That flows by the throne of God. 
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Jesus Calls Us. 



CECIL F. ALEXANDER. 



W. H. JUDE. 
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1. Je • sns calls us: o'er the tu - mult Of onr life's wild, rest-less sea, 

2. Je- SOS calls ns from the wor- ship Of the vain world's golden store, 

3. In our joys and in our sor - rows, Days of toil and hours of ease, 

4. Je-sus calls us: by Thymer-cies, Sav-ior, make us hear Thy call; 
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Day by day His sweet voice soundeth.Say-ing.' 'Christian, fol-low me." 
From each i • dol that v.ould keep us; Say-ing, '^Christian, love me more." 
Still Ue calls, in cares and pleasures, **Tbat we love Him more than these. ' 
Oive o f hearts to Thine o - be-dience, Serve and love Thee best of all. 
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Jesns, Savior, Pilot Me. 

EDWARD HOPPER. JOHN E. GOULD. 
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1. Je • sus, Sav - ior, pi - lot me O - ver life's tem-pest-uous sea; 

2. As a. moth -er stills. her child, Thou canst hnsh the o-ceanwild; 

3. When at last I near the shore, And the fear - fiil breakers roar 
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Unknown waves be -fore me roll, Hid-ing rock and treach'rous shoal; 

Boisterous waves o- bey Thy will When Thou say *st to them '* Be still!" 

'Twixtmeand thepeace-ful rest, Then, while lean -ing on Thy breast. 



Jesus, Sayior, Pilot Me. Concluded. 105 
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Chart and com -pass came from Thee: Je - sns, Sav - ior, pi- lot me. 
Won-droos Sov-'reign of the sea, Je - bus, Sav - ior, pi - lot me. 
May I hear Thee say to me, *Tear not, I will pi - lot thee!*' 
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Lead, Kindly Light. 

JOHN H. NEWMAN. Rev. J. B. DYKES. 




1. Lead, kindly Light, a - mid th' en-cir-cliDg gloom, Lead Thon me 

*2. I was not ev - er thus, nor prayed that Thou Shoaldstleadme 
3. So long Thy pow*r hath blest me, sure it still Will lead me 
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on; 
on 



The night is dark, and I am far from home; 

I loved to choose and see my path ; but now 
O'er moor and fen, o*ercrag and tor -rent, till 
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Lead Then me on! Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask to 
Lead Thon me on! I loved the gar • ish day, and, spite of 

The night is gone. And with the mom those an - gel fa - ces 







see The dis - tant scene; one step e- nough for me. 

fears,.... Pride ruled my will. Be -mem -her not past years, 
smile, .. . Which I have loved long since, and lost a - while. 
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J. G. FOOTE. 



Jesus Tenderly Calling. 



JOHN. 
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1. Je - sua is call -ing, ten - der - ly call -ing, Sin - ner, thy Sav - ior now 

2. Sin - ner, 'tis Je - sus, like the good shepherd^ Out on the des - ert to 

3. Prod - i - gal son, thy Fa - ther is wait-ing, Anx-ious and long-ing for 

4. Cbiefest of sin-ners Je - sus will welcome/ 'Be of good cheer,'* He will 
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pleads for thee; Stand-ing and knock- ing, anx-ions-ly wait - ing, 
find his sheep; When he hathfonnd it heav-en re - joic - es; 

He will for -give thee, wel-come and bless thee, 
He will re -move your ev - *ry trans-gres - sion, 

^: 
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thy re - turn; 
say to thee; 
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Chobus. 
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Long-ing to save thee, and set thee free. 
Sin - ner, thy Sav - ior can save and keep. 
61ad-ly em-brace thee: then why not come? 
Blot-ting them oat, and will set thee free. 



Je - SOS is call • ing, 
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ten- der -ly call -ing, Sin -ner, He pleads, O hear Him to - day; 
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Will you not heed His tender entreaties? Why not receive Him, His voice o - bey. 
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Nailed to the Cross. 
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Mrs. FRANK A. BRBCK: 

Duet. Ad Uh. 



GRANT COLFAX TULLAR. 



Mi' mi r^J'J i' \ i }\ J^ ^^ 




1. There was One who was willing to die in my stead, That a 

2. He is ten-der and lov-ing and pa- tient with me, While He 

3. I will cling to my Sav-ior and nev - er de-part^ I will 
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%)nl so un - wor • thy might live; And the path to the cross He was 
cleans-es my heart of its dross, But * 'there's no con -d em- na - tion" — I 
joy - fal - ly jour - ney each day, With a song on my lips and a 
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Refrain. 




will - ing to tread, All the sins of my life to forgive. 

know I am free, For my sins are all nailed to the cross. }- They are nailed to the cross, 

song in myheart,Thatmysinshavebeenta^enaway. 
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they are nailed to the cross, O how much He was will-ing to bear! With what 
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anguish and loss, Jesus went to the cross! But He carried my sins with Him there. 
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Seeking for Me. 



A. N. 



"I will both search my sheep, aud seek them ouf'—Ezek. 34: il. 

E. E. HASTY. 




1. Je - SU8, my Sav - ior, to Beth- le-hem came, Born in a man-ger to 

2. Je - Bns^ my Sav - ior, on Gal - va-ry*8 tree, Paid the great debt, and my 

3. Je- BUS, my Sav -ior, the same as of old, While I was wan-d'ring a - 

4. Je - 8U8, my Sav - ior, shall come from on high-^Sweet is the prom-ise as 
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sorrow and shame; Oh, it was wonderfnl-blest be His name! Seeking for me, for 
sonl He set free; Oh, it was wonderful-how could it be? Dy-ing for me, for 
far from the fold, Gently and long did He plead with my soul, Gal ling for me, for 
wen - ry years fly; Oh, I shall see HiBa descending the sky, Goming for me, for 




Refrain. 



for me, 




me! 
me! 
me! 
me! 



Seeking for me, 

Dy-ing for me, 

Gall-ing for me, 

Gom-ing for me, 



f 



seeking for me, Seeking for me, seeking for me! 

dy-ing for me, Dy - ing for me, dy-ing for me! 

call-ing for me, Gall-ing for me, call-ing for me! 

com-ing for me, Gom-ing for me, com-ing for me! 





Oh, it was won-der-ful — blest be His name! Seek-ing for me, for 
Oh, it was won-der-ful — how could it be? Dy-ing for me, for 
Gen-tly and long did He plead with my soul, Gall- ing for me, for 
Oh, I shall see Him de-scend-iug the sky, Gom-ing for me, for 



me! 
me! 
me! 
me! 
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Jesus is Tenderly Pleading. 
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A. S. 



ANNA 8IUPS01I. 
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Sop. and AiiTO,.or Sop. and TsNOBh 




1. Je-8ns is ten- der - ly pleading to-day; O wea-ry sln-nef,why 

2. Je - SOS has knocked and so oft been denied; See,He stands waiting.with 
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turn you a - way? Great is His of - fer, ac - cept it, I pray; 
Bword-pierc- ed side; Oft He has striv-en, tho' you have de - fled; 
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Now it is yours, precious soul, don't de - lay. ) r . * . „ wq-w- 
Walt not, dear soul, let Him in to a-blde. J ^"'''^°^***™°**^' 
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hear while He pl«ads; Open ere it is too late; Open,He8<tuiclsaithegate,. . . 

too late; atthegati^ 






RlTaiting to hear/Enter,Lord,here;" Oh! how His heart for you bleeds. 

for you bleeds. 
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Footsteps of Jesus. 



MARY B. C. SLADE. 



A. B. EVERETT. 
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1. Sweet-ly, Lord, have we heard Thee call - ing, Come, fol-low me! 

2. Tho' they lead o'er the cold, dark mouDtaiiis, Seek- ing His sheep; 

3. If they lead thro' the tern - pie ho - ly, Preach-ing the word ; 
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And we see where Thy foot-prints fall - ing, Lead ns to Thee. 
Or a- long by Si • lo • am's foun-tains. Help -ing the weak. 
Or in homes of the poor and low - ly, Serv - ing the Lord. 
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Chorus. 
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Foot -prints of Je - sus, that make the path - way glow; 
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We will fol - low the steps of Je - sus wher-e^er they go. 
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4 Tho',dear Lord, in Thy pathway keeping, 
We follow Thee; 
Thro' the gloom of that place of weeping, 
Gethsemane! 



5 If thy way and its sorrows bearing, 
We go again. 
Up the slope of the hillside, bearing 
Oar croaa of pain. 
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6 By and by, thro' the shining portals, 
Turning our feet, 
We shall walk with the glad immortals, 
Heaven's golden streets. 



7 Then at last, when on high He sees us, 
Our journey done, 
We will rest where the steps of Jesus 
End at His throne. 



Come to Me. 



Ill 



Rev. JOHNSON OATMAN. Jr. 




GEO. F. ROSCHE. 



1. Wea - ry sonl, why art thou so dis-tressed? Come where there is 

2. * *Bring to me Thy lieav • y load of sin, On the cross I 

3. **Gome to me; tho' all is dark as night, I will make thy 

4. '*Come to me!'' O hear Him call -ing '*(>)me, Come to me, O 
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per - feet peace aud rest, Lean up - on Thy lov - ing Sav-ior's breast; 

died thy soul to win, Come to me, and I will take thee in." 

path-way clear and bright; Come to me, and I will be thy light, 

child, no Ion - ger roam. Leave tlie path of dan-ger, death and gloom; 
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Chorus. 
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In His love thou shalt be fal - ly blest. 
Ho - ly Spir - it, now the work be- 
Walk with me in faith and not by s 
Come to me, and I will lead thee home. 






me," O 
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hear the Sav-ior call to thee, *^I'll sustain, tho' trials of life may fall to thee. ' ' 
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*'Cometo me," O hear the Savior call, ^^Corne to me, I willbeallin all.'' 
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112 An Unseen Friend. 

JNO. B. CLEMENTS. B. FBANK BUTTS. 
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1. Close by yonr side stands an XJn 

2. List to the voice of this Un 

3. O - pen your heart tc this XJn 

4. Trust all your days to this Un. 
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seen Friend, Call - ing from 

seen Friend, Heed - ing His 

seen Friend, Tell Him yonr 

seen Friend, Path-ways of 
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sm a - way; 
word to you; 
guilt and woe, 
peace He'll show; 



One who can make of your guilt an end; 

Sor - est of heart-aches He'll quick - ly mend; 

Ask Him His aid in your cause to lend; 

Glad in His serv - ice your mo- men ts spend; 



^& 



^^i^^W^ 



Rbfrain. 




Hear Him now sweet 
Do as He bids 
Mer - cy He will 
Go where He bids 



you 
be - 
you 



say: 
do. 
stow, 
go. 
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Seek ye the Lord while He 
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may be found," He will your soul de - fend; **Call ye up- 
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on Him while He is near,** He is your Un 



seen Friend. 
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Abie to Saye. 
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EFFIE S. BLACK. 
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J. WILBUR CHAPHAIT. 
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1. God 80 loved the world, whed in darkness Hwas lost, That He sent forth His 

2. The dear Savior came all our burdens to bear; For ns He lived 

3. O Thoa who hast died to re -deem us 'from sin, Now grant ns Thy 
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Son from a - bove, Who came to re-deem ns at in - fi - nite cost, 
hnm-bly and poor That we, thro* His pov-er- ty, rich-es might share, 
par-don-ing peace; Re-ceive ns, for -give us and cleanse us with-in; 
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Refrain. 
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And Ijght-ed the world with His love. 
And joys that for - ev - er en - dure 
Bid sin and sin 's sor - row to cease 
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Je - 8US is a - ble to 

and 




save, Je - sus is a - ble to save; No one but 

willing to save willing to save; 
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Je- sus can save yon, Je - sus is a -ble to save, 
is a - ble to save, 
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lU Jesus Will Help ¥ou. 

WM. STEVENSON. Rev. ROBERT LOVVRY. 
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1. The Sav - ior is call - ing you, sin - ner — Urg - ing you now to draw 

2. Thro' Him there is life in be-liev-ing; Sin - ner, O why will you 

3. The Sav - ior is call - ing you, wanderer — Points you to mau-sions on 

4. There's danger in lon-ger de- lay- ing, Swift- ly the mo -men ts pass 
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nigh; He asks you by faith to re • ceive Him; Je - sus will 

die? Ac - cept Him by faith as your Sav - ior; Je - sus will 

high; Re- turn to the path that leads home-ward; Je - sus will 

by; If now you wilt come, there is mer - cy; Je - sus will 
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help 
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if you try. 
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Je - sus will help you, Je - sus will help you, 
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Help you with grace fpom on 
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high ; The weak - est and poor - est the 
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Sav - ior is call - inj; Je - sus will help if you try. 
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Jesus Leads. 
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JNO. R. CLEMENIS. 

Andante. 



JNO. R. SWENEY. 
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1. Like a Shep-berd, ten- der, true, Je-sus leads, Je-rsus leads, 

2. All a -long life's mg-ged road Je-sus leads, Je-sus leads, 

3. Thro' the sun - lit ways of life Je - sus leads, Je • sus leads, 

• Je-sns leads, Je-sus leads. 
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Dai - \y finds us pas-tnres new. 
Till ^e reach yon blest a - bode 
Thro' the war-rings and the strife 
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Je - sus leads, Je - sus leads; 

Je-sus leads, Je - sus leads; 

Je-sus leads, Je-sus leads; 

Je-sus leads, Je-sus leads; 
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If thick mists are o'er the way, Or the flock 'mid danger feeds, 
All the way be-fore He's trod, And He now the flock pre-cedes. 

When we reach the Jordan 's tide, Where life's bonn - d 'ry-line re-cedes, 

If thick mists are o'er the way. Or the flock 'mid danger feeds. 
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fie will watch them lest they stray, Je - sus leads, Je - sus leads. 

Safe in - to the fold of God Je - sus leads, Je - sus leads. 

He will spread the waves a - side, Je - sus leads, Je - sus leads. 

Je-sus leads, 
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Copyright, 1893, by Jno, R. Bit«u%7. TSm^^I \m* 



116 



So Near. 



Rev. J. CLARK. 



J. J. LOWE. 
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1. So near the cleans-ing Foan - tain In this the gos - pel day, 

2. So near the ref • uge cit - y, Then why not en - ter in? 

3. So near the fold of Je - bus, No Ion - ger stay out • side; 

4. So near the lov - ing Sav - ior, Why stand in fear and doubt? 

5. So near the ark of safe - ty, A - rise, and en - ter thou! 
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/t) guilt - y soul! a - wak - en, And wash thy sins a - way. 
Pass thro' the o - pen gate - way, And life e - ter - nal win. 
Come find a peace -ful shel - ter Where God's re- deemed a - bide. 
In sim - pie fauh ap - proach Him, He will not cast thee out. 
The storm of wrath is burst- ing; O sonl, es-cape it now! 
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Chobus. 
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Sal - va - tion, peace and par - don The Lord will free - ly give; 
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The way of life is eas - 
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y, 'Tis on • ly, ' *Look and live." 
^ JL 
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None but Jesus. 
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REV. ROBERT LOWRY. * 




1. Weeping will not save me — Tho' my &ce were bathed intdan,Tbat conld not al- 

2. Working will not save me-^Purest deeds that I can do, Honest thoaght and 

3. Wait-ing will not save me — Help] ess, guilty, lost, I lie; In my ear is 

4. Faith in Christ will save me — Let me trust Thy weeping Sou ; Trust the work that 





lay my fears, Conld not wash the sins of years — Weeping will not save me. 
feelings too, Can - not form my soul a-new — Working will not save me. 
mercy's cry; If I wait I can but die — Wait-ing will not save me. 
He has done; To His arms, Lord, help me run — ^Faith in Ghrist will save me. 




Chobus. 




J44f#4^ 



Je - sus wept and died for 

It ± t: ^ 



me; Je - sus suf-fered on the tree; 





Je • sns waits to make me freef He a - lone can save me. 



/ CoDTiiarht nronertv of M&rv Ruti-voix Vanvtv . "ViwedLVj "'D^x. 
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Weeping Sayior. 



Rev. B. M. OFFORD. 

Tenderly. 



Rey. ROBERT LOWRY. 
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1. Je - SOS weep -ing! sin - ner, see; Watch those tear-drops as thej &11; 

2. Je - SOS bleed- ing! sin - ner, see; On the cross, be - hold, He dies; 

3. Je- BOS plead- ing! sin- ner, see; Fle^d-ing at His Fa -therms throne; 

4. Weeping, bleeding, plead-ing, see! Shall He call thee yet in vain? 
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Lo, He sheds those tears for Thee, Slighting still His lov - ing call. 
Sin -ner, it is all for thee; This is love's own sac - ri • fice. 
There He in • ter - cedes for thee, Makes thy worth -less cause His o^vn. 
Let thy heart now soft-ened be; Do not Thou such love dis-dain. 




Response. 




Je - SOS weep - ing ! can it 

Je - sns dy - ing! can it 

Je - BUS plead- ing ! can it 

Je - sns, Je - sns, can it 
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be That He shed those tears for me? 

be That He shed His blood for me? 

be That He in - ter - cedes for me? 

be That so much Thou lov - est me? 

J. 
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Lord, 

1 
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I yield, Lord, I yield, Lord, I yield to Thee (to Thee). 
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Behold a Stranger's at the Door. 119 



JOS. GRIGG. 



HENRY K. OLIVER. 




1. Be-hold, a Stran-ger's at the door! He gently knocks, has knocked before; 

2. O love-ly at - ti- tade! He stands With melting heart and load- ed hands! 

3. But will He prove a friend in - deed? He will; the ver - y friend you need : 

4. Bise,touched with gratitude divine; Turn out His en - e - my and thine, 
6. Admit Him ere His an - ger burn — His feet, de-part - ed, ne^er re - turn: 
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Has waited long— is wait - ing still; You treat no oth - er friend so ill. 
O matchless kind-ness! and He shows This matchless kindness to His foes 
The friend of sin-ners, yes, 'tis He, With garmentsdyedon Cal- va- ry 
That soul-destroying mon - ster, sin, And let the heavenly Stran-ger iii. 
Ad-mit Him, or the hour's at hand You'll at ffis door re-ject- ed stand. 
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Just as I Am. 



CHARLOTTE ELLIOTT. 



WILLIAM B. BRADBURY. 
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1. Just as I am, with-out one plea. But that Thy blood was shed for me, 

2. Just as I am, and waiting not To rid my soul of one dark blot, 

3. Just as I am, tho' tossed a-bont With man-y a con-flict, man-y a doubt; 

4. Just as I am,poor,wretched,blind;Sight,rich-es, heal-ing of themind, 

5. Just as I am. Thou wilt re-ceive, Wilt wel-come, pardon. cleanse, relieve; 
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422. 
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And that Thou bidd'st me come to Thee, O Lamb of God, I 
To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot,0 Lamb of God, I 
Fightings and fears with- in, with-out, O Lamb o^ God, I 
Yea, all I need in Thee to find, O Lamb of God, I 
Be - cause Thy promise I be - lieve, O Lamb of God, I 



come, I 
come, I 
come, I 
come, I 
come, I 



come! 
come! 
come! 
come! 
come! 
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How Tedious and Tasteless. 



JOHN NEWTON. 




i 



tit^li^i 



DE PLEURY. 




^ f How te-dious amd taste-less the hours, When Je-sns no lon-ger I see! ) 
* I Sweet prospects, sweet birds and sweet flowers, Have al 1 lost their sweetness to me. / 
D, C7.-But when I am hap - py in Him, De - cem-ber*s as pleas-ant as May. 



n i His name yields the rich - est per-fnme, And sweet-er than mn-sic His voice; \ 
' \ His pres - ence dis - pers - es my gloom, And makes all within me re - joice. / 



D. C.-No mor - tal 



so hap - py 

1 



as 



I, My snmmer would last al 1 the year. 




The mid-sum mersnn shines but dim 
I should, were He al-ways thus nigh 



The fields strive in vain to look gay; 
Have notli-ing to wish or to fear; 




3 Content with beholding- His face, 

My all to His pleasure resigned. 
No changes of season or place 

Would make any change in my mind: 
While blest with a sense of His love, 

A palace a toy would appear; 
And prisons would palaces prove, 

If Jesus would dwell- with me there. 



4 Dear Lord, if indeed I am Thine, 

If Thou art my sun and my song, 
Say, why do I languish and pine? 

And why are my winters so long? 
O drive these dark clouds from my sky, 

Thy soul-cheering presence restore; 
Or take me unto Thee on high, 

Where winter and clouds are no more. 



P. DODDRIDGE. 



Happy Day. 



E. F. RIlSlBAULT. 




- r O " hap - py day that fixed my choice On Thee, my Sav-ior and my God! \ 
' \ Well may this glow-ing heart re -joice. And tell its rap-tures all a - broad, j 



2 f O hap - py bond, that seals my vows To Him who mer - its all my love! ) 
' \ Let cheer-ful an-thems filT His house, While to that sa cred shrine I move. J 

o f 'Tis done, the great transaction's done; I am my Lord's and He is mine;) 
* \ He drew me, and I fol-lowed on. Charmed to con-fess the voice di -vine, i 

. J Now rest, my long-di - vid - ed heart! Fixed on this bliss-ful cen - ter, rest; } 
' ( Nor ev - er from thy Lord de - part. With Him of ev - 'ry good possessed. ) 
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Hap-py day, hap-py dav. When Je - sns washed my sins a - way. 
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Happy Day. Concluded. 
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He taught me how to watch and pray, And live re - joi - cing ev - 'ry day: 
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Only Trust Him. 



Rev. J. H. STOCKTON. 
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1. Gome ev - 'ry soul by sin op pressed. There^s mer-cy with the Lord, 

2. For Je - sus shed His pre - cions blood Rich blessing to be - stow; 

3. Tes, Je - sus is the Truth, the Way, That leads you in - to rest; 

4. Gome then, and join this ho - ly band, And on to glo - ry go, 
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And He will sure- ly give you rest By trust - ing in His word. 
Plunge now in - to the crim-son flood That wash - es white as snow. 
Be - lieve in Him with- out de - lay, And you are ful - ly blest. 
To dwell in that ce - les - tial land Where joys im-mor-tal flow. 




Ghobus. 
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On - ly trust Him, on - ly trust Him, On - ly trust Him now; 

Gome to Je - sus, come to Je - sns, Gome to Je - sus now; 

Don't re-ject Him, don't re- ject Him, Don't re - ject Him now; 

I will trust Him, I will trust Him, J. will trust Him now; 




1-3. He will save you. He will save you, He will save you now. 
4. He will save me, He will save me, He will save me now. 
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Lord, I'm Coming Home. 



W. J. K. 



WM. J. KIRKPATBICK. 



With great feeling 
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1. I've waii-dered far a - way from God, Now I'm com-ing home; 

2. Tve wast - ed man - y pre - cious years, Now I'm coming home; 

3. I've tired of sin and stray - ing, Lord, Now I'mcoin-iug home; 
My soul is sick, my heart is sore, Now I'm com-ing home; 
My on - ly hope, my on * ly plea, Now I'm com-ing home; 
I need His cleans-ing hlood I know, Now I'm com-ing home; 
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4. 
5. 
6. 
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Fine. 
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The paths of sin too long I've trod, Lord, I'm com-ing home. 

I now re - pent with hit - ter tears, Lord, I'm com-ing home. 

I'll trust Thy love, be - lieve Thy word, Lord, I'm com-ing home. 

My strength re-new, my hope re -store, Lord, I'm coming home. 

That Je - sus died, and died for me, Lord, I'm com-ing home. 

O wash me whit - er than the snow, Lord, I'm com-ing home. 
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D. S-0 - pen vMa Thine arms of love. Lord, Tm com-ing home. 



Chorus. 
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Com-ing home, com-ing home, Nev - er more to 
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roam; 
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Copyrlght, 189S, bj Wm. J. Kirkpatrick. Used bj p«r. 



All to Christ I Owe. 
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ELVINA M. HALL. 



JOHN T. GRAPE. 
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1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 



I hear the Sav - ior say. Thy strength in-deed is small; Child oi 
Lord, now in - deed I find Thy pow'r, and that a • lone, Can 
For noth - Ing good have I Where - by Thy grace to claim — I'll 
When from my dy - ing bed My ran - somed sonl shall rise, Then 
And when be - fore His throne I stand in Him complete, I'll 




Used by vemVuVoii. 
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All to Christ I Owe. Concluded. 
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Chorus. 
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weakness, watch and pray, Find in me tbiue all in all. 
change the leper's spots, And melt the heart of stone, 
wash my garments white In tlie blood ofCalv'ry'sLamb. 

**Je - BUS paid it all," Shall rent the vaulted skies. 

lay my trophies down, All down at Je-sus*feet. 



Je-sns paid it all, 
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All to Him I owe; Sin had left a crimson stain ; He washed it white as snow. 
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Will Tou Go? 



Fine. 




^ r We*re travUing 
^' \To sing the 
D. C.-And mill- ions 

o r We're going to 
* \ In rapturous 
/>. C.-And all the 

o f We're going to 

' \ To raise our 

D, O.-And make the 



home to heav'n a -hove, 

Sav - ior's dy - ing love, 

more are on the road, 

see the bleeding Lamb, 
strains to praise His name, 
joys of heav'n we'll share, 

join the heav'n-ly choir, 
voice, and tune the lyre, 
heav'n-ly arch - es ring, 



Will you 
Will you 
Will you 

Will you 
Will you 
Will you 

Will vou 
Will you 
Will you 
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go? will you 

go? will you 

go? will you 

go? will you 

go? will you 

go? will you 

go? will you 

go? will you 

go? will you 
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go?) 
go?f 
go? 

go? 
go? 
go? 

gon 

go?/ 
go? 



J).C. 




Mill-ions have reached that blest a-bode, A - noint-ed kings and priests to God. 
The crown of life we there shall wear, The conqn'ror's palms our hands shall bear. 
There saints and an - gels glad - ly sing Ho - san - na to their God and King. 
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The Solid Rock. 




My bope is built on notb-iag lesa Tban Je-HUs' blood tuid righteous 

2. When darkoeM veils Hialove-lyfiice. I refit on His nncbaaging >trace; 

3. His oatb, His cov- en-ant, Hia blood, Snp-port me io the whelming flood; 

4. When He Bbal) come with trampet sound, Ob, may I theD in Htm befoand; 




dare not trust thesweet-est fnime, But nbol-ly lean on Je - sns' name. 
In ev ■ 'r; bijfh andstorm-j ^ale. Mj sn-chor holds with-in tbe veil. 
When all a -ronod my soul givee way. He then la all my hope and stay. 
Drest in His right-eons neas a - lone, Faultless to stand be-tbre tbe throne. 




God Calling Tet. 

Tr. JANE BOBTHWICK. JOHN E. GOULD, 



Grod call-ini; yetl shall I not hear? Earth'epleasures shall I still hold dear? 

2. God call-iBKyet!shall I not rise? Can I His lov-ing voice de- Bpise, 

3. God call-ing yet! and shall He knock. Aud T my heart tbe clos-er lock? 
Oodcall-ing yet! I cannot Btay; My heart I yield witb-ont de - !»;: 



God Calling Tet. Concluded. 
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Shall life's swift passing years all fly, And still my soul in slumbers lie? 
And base -ly His kind care re- pay? He calls me still; can I de - lay? 
He still is wait-ing to re - ceive, And shall I dare His Spir -it grieve? 
Vain world, farewell ! from thee I part; The voiceof God hath reached my heart. 
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I Go to Him. 



**And thou Shalt call his name Jesus, for he shall save his people from their sins." 
Anon. W. H. P. BARLEY. 







1. I've tried in vain a then - sand ways My fears to quell, my 

2. My soul is night, my heart is steel, I can - not see, !• 

3. Tho' some should sneer, and some should blame, I'll go with all my 
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hopes to raise; But what I need, the Bi - ble says, Id Je - sus. 
can - not feel ; For light, for life, I must ap - peal» To Je - sus. 
guilt and shame. Ill go to Him be-cause His name Is Je • sus. 
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Chorus. 
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He died, He lives, He reigns, He pleads; There's love in all His words and deeds: 




( can 1 

There's all a gailt - y sin-ner needs; Then I -j must V go to Him 

I will j to Him. 




Copjiigbt, 1901, by J. Wilbur CbtpmMi. T3««&\^^ v^t. 
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FANNY J. CROSBY. 



Coming To-day, 



JNO. R. SWENEY. 
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1. Out on the des - ert, seek - ing/ seek -iDg, Sin - ner, 'tis Je • bus 

2. Still He is wait- ing, wait-ing, wait-ing, Oh, what com-pas-sion 

3. Lov-ing - ly plead - ing, plead- ing, plead -ing, Mer - cy, tho' slighted, 

4. Spir-its in glo - ry, watch-ing, watch -ing, Long to be -hold thee 
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seek - ing for thee; Ten - der - ly call - ing, call -ing, call -ing, 

beams in His eye; Hear Him re - peat - ing gen-tly, gen-tly, 

bears with thee yet; Thou canst be hap - py, hap - py, hap - py, 

. safe in the fold; An • gels are wait-ing, wait-ing, wait-ing, 
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Chorus. 
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Hith - er, thou lost one, O come un - to me. 
Come to thy Sav-ior, Oh, why wilt thou die? 
Come, ere thy life- star for - ev - er shall set. 
When shall thy sto - ry with rap - ture be told? 



1 



Je - sus is seek- ing. 



W 
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Je -sus is call-ing. Why dost thou 1 in -ger, why tar - ry a- way? Run to Him 




quick- ly, say to Him glad -ly, Lord, I am com- ing, com -ing to-day 
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Let Jesus Come Into Tour Heart. 127 



C. H. M. 



Mrs. C. H. MORRIS. 
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1. If you are tired of the load of yoar sin, Let Je - bus come 

2. If 'tis for pu - ri - tj now that yon sigh, Let Je - sus come 

3. If there's a tem-pest your voice can • not still, Let Je - sns come 

4. If friends, once trusted, have prov - en nu - true, Let Je - sus come 

5. If you would join the glad songs of the hlest, Let Je - sus come 




in - to your heart 
in - to your heart 
in • to your heart 
in- to your heart 
in - to your heart 



If you de - sire a new life to be - gin, 
Foun-tains for cleansring are flow-ing near by^ 

If there's a void this world nev- er can fill. 
Find what a Friend He will be un - to you. 

If you would en - ter the man-sions of rest, 
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Chorus. 
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Let Je - sus come in - to your heart. 1-4. Just now, your 

5. Just now, my 
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doubt-ings give O'er; Just now, re-jectHimno more; Just now, throw 
doubt-ings are o'er; Just now, re-ject-ing no more; Just now, I 

J. -r ;■ 
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o - pen the door; Let Je • sus come in - to your heart, 
o - pen the door; And Je • ens comes in - to my^ heart. 



ml In, 
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Why Will Te Waste. 



JOHK E. GOULD. 




1. Why will ye waste on trifling cares That life which God's compassion spares? 

2. Shall God in - vite you from a - bove? Shall Je-sns urge His dy - ing love? 

3. Not so yonr eyes will al- ways view Those objects which you now pur-sue: 

4. Al - might -y God! Thy grace impart; Fix deep con-vic-tion on each heart; 
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While, in the va • rious range of thought, The one thing needful is for - got? 
Shall troubled conscience give you pain? And all these pleas u - nite in vain? 
Not so will heav'n and hell ap-pear, When death's de-ci-sive hour is near. 
Nor let us waste on tri-fling cares That life which Thy compassion spares 
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Delay Xot, Delay Xot. 




1. De - lay not, de - lay not, O sin - ner draw near, The wa- ters of 

2. De - lay not, de - lay not, why Ion - ger a - buse The love and com- 

3. De - lay not, de - lay not, O sin - ner, to come, For mer - cy still 

4. De - lay not, de - lay not, the Spir - it of grace Long grieved and re- 

5. De - lay not, de - lay not, the hour is at hand, The earth shall dis* 
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life are now flow - ing for thee; No .price is de-mand ed, the 

pas - sion of Je - sus thy God? A foun • tain is o - pen, bow 

lin - gers and calls thee to-day: Her voice is not heard -in the 

sist - ed may take His sad flight, And leave thee in dark-ness to 

solve, and the heay - ens shall fade; The dead, small and great, in the 
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Delay Not, Delay Not Concluded. 129 




18 here; Be-demp-tion is pur-chated, sal-ya • tion is free, 
canst tiioa re - fnse To wash and becleansed in His par -don -ing blood? 
▼ale of the tomb; Her mes-sage nn-heed-ed will soon pass a- way. 
fin - ish thy race, To sink in the gloom of e - ter- ni - ty's night, 
judgment shall stand ; What pow'r then, 5 sin- ner, will lend thee its aid ! 
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What a Friend. 



H. BOVAB. 



C. a CONVERSE. 




1. What a friend we have in Je - sus. All our sins and griefi to bear; 

2. Have we tri-als and temp-ta-tions? Is there troub-le an - y-wfaere? 

3. Are we weak and heav-y - la - den, Cumbered with a load of care? 





Fine. 



I i'^iJ'iU:^ ! 



What a priv - i - lege to car - ry Ev - *ry-thing to God in pray'r! 
D.^.-All be-caose we do not car« ry £v - 'ry-thing to God in prayer! 

We should nev-er be dis - conr^aged, Take it to the Lord in pray 'it 
i>. S.'Je- SOS knows our ev-*Ty weak-ness, Take it to the Lord in pray'r! 

Pre - dons Sav- ior, still oar ref - nge,-Take it to the Lord in pray'r! 
D.S.*In Hisarms He'll takeandshield thee, Thoa wilt find a sol - ace there. 




I). 8 




Oh, what peace we oft - en for • feit, Oh, what need-less pain we bear, 
Can we find a friend so &ith-fh1, Who will all our sorrows share? 
Do thy friends despise, for-sake thee? Take it to the Lord in pray *r; 
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CHARLES WESLEY. 



Depth of Mercy. 



From STEVENSON. 




^ f Depth of mer-cy! can there be Mer • cy still re - served for me? ^ 
' \ Can my God His wrath for - bear? Me, the chief of sin • ners, spare? f 

A f I have long with-stood His grace, Long pro-voked Him to His face; 1 
\ Wonld not hark-en to His calls, Grieved Him by a thoa-saud falls. / 

o } Now in - cline me to re - pent; Let me now my sins la - ment; ) 
( Now my foal re - volt de- plore, Weeg, believe, and 'sin no more. ) 
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Chobus. 
t t t 






God is love! I know, I feel; Je • sus lives, and loves me still; 
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sns lives, He lives and loves me still. 



& -fLf M r'-f i \ m 



Mercy's Free. 



R. JUKES. 



From D. F. E. AUBKR. 




^ ( By faith I view my Sav • ior, dy - ing, On the tree, On the tree, 
' \ To ev - 'ry na - tion He is cry - ing, Look to me, Look to me, 

2 f Did Christ, when I was sin pur-sn - ing. Pit - y me, Pit - y me? 
'\And did Hesnatchmysonlfromsin? Can it be, Can it be? 

g f Je - sns my wea-ry sonl re- fresh-es, Mercy's free, Mer-cy 's free, 
'\And ev-'ry moment Christ is pre-cions Un - to me, Un • to me; 

^ fLoDg as I live, I'll still be cry -ing Mer-cy *s free, Mer-cy 's free, 
* \ And this shall be my theme when dy-ing, Mer-cy 's free, Mercy *s free; 



} 
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Mercy's Free. Concluded. 
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He bids the guilt- y now draw uear, Re-pent, believe, dis-miss their fear; 
O yes! He did sal- va- tiou bring. He is my Prophet, Priest and King, 
None can de-scribe the bliss I prove. While thro ' this wilder-ness I rove; 
And when the vale of death I' ve passed, When lodged above the stormy blast, 





Hark, hark, what precious words I hear, Mer-cy's free, Mercy's free. 

And now my hap-py soul can sing, Mer-cy's free, Mer-cy's free. 

All may en -joy the Sav- ior's love, Mer-cy's free, Mer-cy's free. 

I'll sing while end -less a - ges last, Mer-cy's free Mer-cy's free. 




Sinners, Will You Scorn the Message? 



J. ALLEN. 
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Fine. 
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1. Sinners, will you scorn the message Com - ing from the courts a - bove? 
D. C. — O be - lieve it! O be - lieve it! Ev - 'ry line is full of love. 

2. Now the heralds of sal - va-tion Joy- ful news from heav'n proclaim: 
2). C. — Life re -ceiv-ing, Life re - ceiv-ing Thro' the all -a- ton -ing Lamb. 

3. O ye an - gels, hov'ring round us, Wait- ing spir-its, speed your way; 
D, C. — Reb-el sin-ners, Reb-el sin -ners Glad the mes-sage will o - bey. 

J , , j i f f i f f i .. , i . . ^ 
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Mer - cy beams in ev - 'ry pas- sage; Ev - 'ry line is full of Jove: 
8in - ners freed from con-dem - na - tion. Thro' the all - a - ton • ing Lamb; 
Haste ye to the court of heav-en, Ti -dings bear with-out de - lay: 
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To-day the Savior Calls. 



& F. SHITH, alt. 
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1. To - 

2. To - 

3. To . 

'4. The 



day 
day 
day 
Spir - 



the 

the 

the 

it 



Sav 
Say 
Sav 
calls 



calls! Ye wan - d'rers, come; 

calls! O hear "' Him now; 

calls! For ref - age fly; 

day! Yield to His pow'r; 
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O ye be - night - ed 

With - in these sa - cred 

The storm of jos - tice 

O grieve Him not a - 
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souls, 
walls 

&ll8, 

way, 

.£2 



Why 

To 

And 

'Tis 
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Ion - ger 
Je • SOS 
death is 
mer - cy's 



p 
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roam? 
bow. 
nigh, 
honr. 
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I Do Belieye. 



ISAAC WATTS. 



Anon. 




1. A - las! and did my Sav • ior bleed? And did my Sov • 'reign die? 

2. Was it for crimes that I had done, He groaned np - on the tree? 

3. Bnt drops of grief can ne'er re - pay The debt of love I owe: 
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Gho.-J do ^ - tieoe, J noto be - Zieve, 27iat /e - «us died fw me; 



D.cr^ 




Would He de - vote that sa • cred head For such a worm as I? 
A - maz-ing pit - y! grace nn-known! And love be-yond de - gree! 
Here, Lord, I give my - self to Thee, 'Tis all that I can do. 
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^nd thro' Mis blood. His pre-ciaus blood, 1 ^hflJXftiwa^tv \ie. lx«.. 



Jesns Saves Me Now. 
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Joyful, 



Old Melody. 




1. Je - SUB hath died and hath ris-en a - gain, Pardon and peace to be-6tow; 

2. Sin's con-dem-na-tion is o - ver and gone, Je-sns a-loneknoweth how; 

3. Sa - tan may tempt, but he never shall reign, That Christ will never allow ; 

4. Best-ingin Je - sns, a - bid-ing in Him, 61 ad-ly my faith can a- vow, — 

5. Je - sns is stron-ger than Sa-tan and sin, Sa - tan to Je-sns must bow; 

6. Sor - row and pain may be-set me a - bout, Nothing can darken my brow; 





Fnl - ly I trust Him ; from sin*s gnilt-y gain, Je - bus saves me now. 
life and Sal - va - tion my soul hath put on: Je - bus saves me now. 
Doubts I have bur-ied, and this is my strain/ 'Je - bus saves me now." 
Nev - er a - gain need my path-way be dim, Je - bus saves me now. 
Therefore I triumph with-out and with -in: Je - sus saves me now. 
Bat- tling in faith I can joy- ful - ly shout; ''Je - bus saves me now." 
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Chobus. 
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Je - sus saves me now, 

J- 



Je • sus saves me now; 
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Je - sns saves me all the time; Je - sus saves me now. 




134 Master, I Haye Heard Thee 



£• H< j« 



J. MOUNTAIN. 




1. Mas - teTf I have heard Thee pleading With n^j in-most sonl to-night! 

2. Spir - it, soul, and bod - y yield- ing Will- ing-ly to Thee, my Lord! 

3. Now, henceforth, Lord, and for- ev - er, I am Thine, yes, all for Thee; 
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CHO.-Je - SU8, Mas-ter^ search me, prove mel With Thy fire try my heart; 
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Fine. 
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Now, Thy sol - emn mes - sage heed • ing, I would end the fight: 
What I give Thou now art tak - ing: I be- lieve Thy word! 
Thine in serv - ice, or in snf f ring — Choose my path for me. 
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All I am aikd have I yields Lord; All 1 need — Ihxm art. 




Vain - ly hath my soul been struggliug With the ty - rant on its throne; 
Yes! I trust Thee as my Keep- er, 'Mid temp-ta-tionsday by day, 
Peace and joy my heart are fill - ing; Rest be-yond all pow'r to tell; 
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D. O. for Chorus. 
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Now, dear Lord, the king-dom tak -ing, Claim me Thine a - lone. 
Trust Thee as my Guide and Lead - er In the nar • row way. 
This my ev - er - deep-'ning por - tion While in Thee I dweU. 



1 



^^.z. 



" ' ' Mr c : r i f F F U"^ 



And Can I Yet Delay? 



135 



CHARLES WESLEY. 



LOWELL MASON. 
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1. And can I yet de - lay My lit - tie all 

2. Nay, but I yields I yield! I can hold out 

3. Tho' late, I all for - sake; My friends, my all 

4. Come, and pos - sess me whole, Nor hence a - gain 



to give? 
no more: 
re - sign: 
re - move: 




To tear my soul from earth a - way For Je - sns to re - ceive? 
I sink, by dy • ing love compelled, And own Thee oon-quer - or! 
Gra-cions Re-deem - er, take, O take, And seal me ev - er Thine. 
Set - tie and fix my wav-'ring sonl With all Thy weight of love. 




For the Morning Honr. 



H. G. 



H. GREEN. 
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1 Set a watch, Lord Jesus, 

Close upon my talking; 
Guide me, guard me from all stumbling 
In my daily walking. 

'BsaXm HI: S. 

2 Save me, Lord, from shirking 

Tests which Thou dost send me; 
So Thy wise and wondrous working 
Never shall offend me. 

Isaiah 2S: 29. 



3 Help me ''run with patience** 
Where Thou art appointing; 
With fixed gaze my eyes upon Thee, 
Eyes of Thine anointing. 

John 9: 11, 



in 



4 Grant me ''ears uncovered' 
To Thy voice so tender; 
Then shall I not fear to follow 
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Abide With Me. 



EMMA G. DIETRICH. 

Effective as a Solo and Chorus. 
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LOUIS D. BTCHHORV. 




1. A - bide with me; I need Thee ey - 'ry day, To lead me 
3. Be with me, Loid, wher-e*er my path may lead; Fal-flll Thj 
3. A • bide with me, my Lord, and when at last This earth and 
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on thro* all the. wea - ry way ; When storms surround ^and only clouds I 
word,8up-ply my ev • 'ly need ;^ Help me to live each day more dose to 
all its wea -ly cares are past, I'll pray no more that Thou a -bide with 
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see, Lord, be my com - fort, and a - bide with me. 
Thee, And, O dear Lord, I pray a - bide with me. 
me, For then, at last, I shaU a - bide with Thee. 
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Sbfbaih. Faster. 
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A-bidewith me firommozntill eve, ••• 

A -bide with me, < ftom mom till ere^ 
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For with-ont Thee I can -not live; A«bidawith 

I can-not live; 




For without Thee 
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AMde with Me. Concluded. 
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me when night ia nigh, For with-ont 

A -i^ide with me when night is nigh, 
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Thee I dare not die 

For with -oat Thee I dare not die. 



w 



Jl 



il 



f 



m 



Eyening Prayer. 



JAMES EDMESTON 



GEO. C. STEBBINS. 




1. Say - ior, breathe an eve-ning blessing, Ere re - pose our spir - its seal ; 

2. Tho' de - stmc - tion walk. a- round us, Tho' the ar- rows past as fly, 

3. Tho' the night be dark and drear- y, Dark-ness can - not hide from Thee; 

4. Shoald swift death this night overtake as, And oar coach be-come ^onr tom]>, 




Bit. « « « . 




Sin and want we come oon-fess- ing, Thoa canst save and Thoa canst heal. 
An-gel-gnards from Thee sar-roand as, We are safe if Thoa art nigh. 
Thoa art He who, nev - er wea - ry, Watch-est where Thy peo - pie be. 
May the mom in heav*n a - wake as. Clad in bright and death-less bloom. 




Copjngb.%, ISn, bj Q«o. Q. At«^b\n«. VmA ^i ^m 
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Day Is Dying in the West. 



MARY ANN LATHBURY. 



WILLIAM Fv SHERWIN. 




1. Day is dy - ing in the west; Heav'n is touching earth with test; Wait and 

2. Lord of life, he-ueath the dome Of the u- ni -verse, Thy home, 6ath-er 

3. Whilethedeep*ning shadows fall, Heart of Love, en-fold-ing all, Thro' the 

4. When for ev - er from onr sight Pass the stars, the day, the night, Lord of 




li 




wor-ship while the night Sets her evening lamps alight Thro' all the sky. 
ns who seek Thy face To the fold of Thy embrace, For Thou art nigh, 
glo - ry and the grace Of the stars that veil Thy face, Our hearts as-cend. 
an - gels, on onr eyes Let e - ter - nal mom-ing rise, And shadows end. 



A 




Kefbain. 
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Ho - ly, Ho - ly. Ho - ly, Lord God of Hosts! Heav'n and earth areiiill of The< 
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Heav'n and earth are prais - ing Thee, O Lord Most High ! A - men. 
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The King of Glory. 
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BeT. CHAS. M. SHELDON. 
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H. G. SMYTH. 
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1. Al- might -y King of glo - ry, We love to sing of Thee, To 

2. He found us lost and straying Up -on the mountains cold, With 

3. He felt our shame ^hilely-ing In sad Geth-sem - a - ne; He 
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tell the death-less story Of Thy sal-va-tion free; 
tears and toil and pray-ing He brouglit us to the fold; 
bore our sins while dy-ing On dark Mount Cal-va-ry! 



O might -y 
O Shep-herd, 
For us He 




grace, forgiving, Ocrowo of thorns He v^ore! Our souls, redeemed and living,Shall 
nev • er sleeping! O Sav-ior, ev - er near! Be-neath Thy watchful keeping Our 
lose, sa-per-nal, In triumph o'er the grave; Our souls, in realms e - ter-nal,ShaU 
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praise Him ev-er-more. ^ 

hearts shal 1 never fear. >> He is the King of glo-ry ! To Him our hearts we enshrine ; 

sing His pow'r to save, j 




He is our light and sal - va -tion, Sav-ior, Re-deem-er di - vine! 

di-vine! 
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The Clanging Bells of Time. 

"The time is short*'— 1 Ck)r. 7: 89. 



ELLEN M. H. GATES. 



ini.^\ii..lU ii' \ i'ii 



IRA D. SANKEY. 

N ^ 




1. O the cUng-ing bells of Time! Night and ^ay they nev • er cease; 

2. O the dangling bells of Time! How their chan-ges rise and fall, 

3. O theclang-ing bells of Time! To their vol - oes loud and low, 

4. O theclang-ing bells of Time! Soon their notes will all be dumb. 
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We are wea-ried with their chime, For they do not bring ns peace; 

But in nn - der- tone sab -line, Sonnd-ing clear • ly thro' them all, 

In a long, on-rest-ing liie We are march-lng to and fro; 

And in joy and peace snb- lime We shall feel the -si-lence come; 
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And we hush onr breath to hear, And we strain onr eyes to see, 

Is a voice, that must be heard, As our *mo - men ts on -ward flee. 

And we yearn for sight or sound Of the light that is to be, 

Andour souls their thirst will slake, And our eyes the King will see, 
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If thy shores are draw -ing near, — 
And it speak -eth aye one word, — 
For thy breath doth wrap us round, — 
When thy glo - rions morn shall break,- 
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e 



^^^ 



^ 



£ 



^ 



fc 



Copjriffhi, 1819. by Th» Blfteir 4 ll»^u Co. 13«^V V«' 



The Clanging Bells of Time. Concluded. 141 



i ii'^ nr[f f ^^ 




If thy shores are draw -ing near, — E • ter • • - ni - ty! 

And it speak -eth aye one word, — E - ter - - • ni - tyl 

For thy breath doth wrap us round, — £-ter • • - ni-tyl 

When thy glo - rions morn shall break, — E -ter - • • ni-ty! 




Break Thon the Bread of Life. 



MARY ANN LATHBURY. 



WILLIAM F. SHERWIN. 
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1. Break Thon the bread of life, Dear Lord, to me, 

2. Bless Thou the trath,dear Lord, To me, to me, 

3. Teach me to live, dear Lord, On • ly for Thee, 



As Thou didst 
As Thou didst 
As Thy dis- 
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break the loaves Be 
bless the bread By 
ci - pies lived In 



side the 
Gal - i 
Gal . i 
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sea; Be • yond the sa - cred page 
lee; Then shall all bond-age cease, 
lee; Then, all my strug-gles o'er. 
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I seek Thee, Lord; 
All fet-ters &11, 
Then, vie -t'ry won, 



My spir - it pants for Thee, O liv - ing Word! 
And I shall find my peace, My All in All. 
I shall be - hold Thee, Lord, The liv - ing One. 
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It Mnst be Told. 



ALMEDA E. WIGHT. 

A N-r-l 



ROBT. C. MARQUIS. 

' 1 
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1. 'Tis a sweetandten-der sto - ry. How the Father from a - boMre 

2. 'Tis the ver - y same old sto - ry That has warmed &e cold world's heart 

3. Say you not that un - a - vail - iug Seem the words you try to speak; 




f^i. 3. j: i l i: 3 



Looked down on His err - ing chil - dren With the pitying eyes of love; 
Thro' the centuries that have vanished, But its charm can ne'er de-part; 
Trust the Ho - ly Spir-it's unc-tion, It shall strengthen what is weak. 




How He sent His Well - Be - lov - ed, For - give - ness to un - fold; 
There are souls that have not heard it, Some hearts sostrange-ly cold; 
Go forth to do His bid -ding; The truth shall make you bold; 
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That sweet and ten - dei' sto - ry, O Chris-tian, must be told. 
To these, O &1 «t'ringOhris-tian, The sto - ry must be told. 
Tho' few shall heed your sto • ry, That sto - ry must be told. 
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It must be told, It must be told, The 

It must be told, it must be told, It must be told, it must be told,The 
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It Must }Hi Told. Concluded. 




I 



bS 



i 



?± 



t c c c r r 



^ 



^^ 



£ 



U3 




sto-ry mast be told; That sweet and ten • der 

8to-ry most be sweetly told, be often sweetly told; 
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sto-ry O Chris-tian, must be told. 

sta- ry, wondrous sto-ry, O Christian, must be oft -en sweetly told. 




Now the Day Is Over. 



SABINE BARING-GOULD. 



JOSEPH BARN BY. 
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1. Now the day is o - ver, Night is draw - ing nigh, 

2. Je - BUS, give the wea • ry Calm and sweet re - pose; 

3. Grant to lit - tie chil - dren Vi - sions bright of Thee; 

4. Thro' the long night-watch - es May Thine an - gels spread 

5. When the morn - ing wak - ens, Then may I a - rise 
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Shad - ows of the eve 
With Thy ten - d rest bless 
Guard the sail - ors toss 
Their white win^s a - bove 
Pure and fresh and sin 



I 

ning 

ing 

ing 

me, 

less 
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> Steal a - cross the sky. 
May our eye - lids close. 

On the deep blue sea. 
Watch - ing round my bed. 

In Thy ho - ly eyes. 
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Oyer the Sea. 

(Missionary.)^ 
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1. Gar - ry the news to our brothers so brown, O 

2. Has- ten the tidings, they've waited so long, O 

3. White is the harvest^aDd Christ leads the way,0 



ver the sea, o - ver the sea j 
ver the sea, o - ver the sea; 
ver the sea, o • ver the sea; 





Darkness and tyr - an-ny crushing them down, O - ver the roU-ing sea..... 
Wait - ed in blindness, op-pres-sion, and wrong,0 - ver the roll-ing sea. .... 
Go with His mes-sage of mer - cy to - day, O - ver the roU-ing sea. • • . • 

xoUiogj 




Bit. e dim. 




Hear yon their call as they sig • nal a - far,* 'Tell ns of peace; we are 
Tell them the sto - ry, so sim - pie and plain. Of the Re - deem - er on 
Tell them of love, and their sin-ning will cease; Tell them of iwme, and of 




wea 

Cal 

free 



£ 



-#- ^#- ^ -0-' 

• ry of war; Bring ns your Sav - ior, the bright Mom-ing Star, * * 
- va • ry slain; Tell them of rest from their sor - row and pain, 
dom and |)eaoe; Tell them His king- dom must ev - er in-crease* 
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O - ver the roll - ing sea. 



O • - ver the roll 

O - ver the roU-ing, the loll 



ing sea, 
ing sea, 




Qopp-i^ht, wordB and mxuAo^ WOl^^y Ba^. Y. K.'ttSWw^'KV^eam'S^^ 



Oyer the Sea. Concluded. 
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Lost ones are call • ing thee; Haste to the reap-ing, where 

Lost ones are call-ing, are call • ing thee; 





m=r 



mill • ions are weep - ing, O - ver the roll - ing sea. ........ 

roll - ing sea. 
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Vm Going Home. 



BeT. WM. HXTKTEB. 



WM. MiLtiEB. 



PI ii \ l lii 
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1. My heav'n-ly home is bright and fair, Nor pain nor death can en-ter there; 

2. My Fa-ther's house is bnilt on high, Far, far a-bove thestar-ry sky; 

3. Let oth-ersseek a home be-low, Which flames devour, or wav^o'erflow; 




CBo.-I'm go - ing home^ Vm go* ing home^ Pm go -inghofne Ho die no more; 



D. C.forGims. 




Its glittering to w'rs the sun out-shine, That heay'nly mansion shall be mine. 
When from this earth - ly pris - on free. That heav'nly mansion mine shall be. 
Be mine a hap - pier lot to own A heav'nlyman-sion near the throne. 
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Jb (He no tmntf to die no «ioi«iI*ia go*\ivsVicm>Ai \a ^K^'^x^srv 
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U6 Show Me the Way, My Shepherd. 



J* D« Fm 

Solo or Duet. 



J. S. PEARIS. 




1. Show me the way, my Shep - herd, Show me the way to go; 

2. Show me the way, my Shep - herd, I cannot go a - lone; 

3. Show me the way, my Shep - herd, Bough is the road I've trod; 
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Lead me from oat the shad • ows, In - to the sunlight's glow; 
Thine is the strength that holds me, I dare not trust my own. 
Keep me with - in that path - way. Bright with the love of God. 
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Out of the fear and doubt - ing. In - to the peace and rest; 
Guide me to those green pas • tures Where the still wa - ters be; 
So let me walk, my Shep • herd, That those a-round may see 



n inppin i=^ 
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Show me the way to per • feet faith, Then shall my soul be blest. 
Save me from storms of doubt and fear. Keep me still close to Thee. 
On • ly Thy grace, and love— and know I have been led by Thee. 

' - n iH .. . , — . ^ n J 
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Befbain. 




Show me the way. Show me the way, Show me the way to go ; 
Shepherd, Shepherd, 



©•P/rtf *t, IfQuTbj Tlw WlnoiMk fub\UW*« Qo» ^i*^ ^' V«- 



Show Me the Way, My Shepherd. Concluded. 147 




If led by Thy band, my Shep-herd, Ko e - vil my soal can know. 



t m -iLux 




My Country, 'Tis of Thee. 



8. F. SMITH. 



7Hin«.'— AxxRXCA. 




1. My coan - try! 'tis of thee, Sweet land of lib 

2. My na • tive coun • try, thee, Land of the no 

3. Let ma - sic swell the breeze, And ring from all 

4. Our fa - thers' God! to Thee, An - thor of lib 



- er - ty, 

- ble, free, 
the trees 

- er - ty. 



^^ 
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Of thee I sing: Land where my fa -- thers died! Land of the 
Thy name I love; I love thy rocks and rills, lliy woods and 
Sweet freedom's song: Let mor - .tal tongues a -wake; Let all that 
To Thee we sing: Long may our land be bright With free-dom*8 



^m 



1 



p 



^ 



^^ 




pil-grims' pride! From ev - 'ry monn- tain side Let free * dom ring! 

tern - pled hills: My heart with rap - ture thrills Like that a- bove. 

breathe par-take; Let rocks their si • lence break, The sound pro -long. 

ho • ly li^ht; Pro - tect us by Thy might, Great God, our King! 
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My Friend. 



P« Aa n* 

May he vang as Soto and Chorus, 



Bar. V. A. MILLER. 




1. They tell me the path to heay-en Is filled with man*7 a thorn; 

2. They say there are heav-^ croes-es, And bur - dens man-y to bear; 

3. They tell me the way is threatened With clonds and man-y a storm; 
Ai O hearts that are crn^ed with sorrow, Whose eyes with weeping are dim ; 





'■'ii i j i *=^F^^ ^ 




Thatthefeetthat will fol- low Je-sus, Will be wea-ry oA and torn; 
That the way is too straight and nar-ro w, And the sun shines sel-dom there; 
But I hide in the '*Rock of A-ges," Un-til all with-ont is calm. 
Weep not, for the Mas-ter call-eth; Bring yoar load of grief to Him: 





^^ 




But they do not hear the whis-per OfHisToioe so sweet and calm, 
But a-round the cross there's glo-ry. And His strong arm bean my load. 
If my cap is some-times bit- ter, 'Tisbe-canse ''He knows" it's best; 
For He soothes the brow of sor - row. And He calms the heav - iog breast. 







^ ^^e >- 



And they do not feel the rap- ture, As I press the wonnd-ed palm. 

And His lov - ing smile is sun- shine, And He gives me naught but good. 

He but lets my feet grow wea-ry, That I may have sweet • er rest. 

And He heals the bro-ken-heart-ed, And He gives the wea • ry rest. 





Chobus. 

4— 
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O let me walk with Je - sns, He has been a friend to me; 
4. O come and walk with Je - sos, He will be a friend to thee; 




gopyzisiu, UM^Xyy 1« ^ Axuioail* 



My Friend. Concluded. 
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For He fills my heart with glad-ness^ And He saves and keeps me free. 
He will fill thy heart with gladness, He will save and keep thee free. 




"FoUow Me!" 



M. B. SLEIGHT. 



H. B. PALMER. 




1. Hark! the voice of Je- bus call-ing, 'Tol-low me, 

2. Who will heed the ho - ly man-date, ' 'Fol-low me, 
8. Heark-eo, lest He plead no lon-ger, *Tol-low me, 



fol-low me!*' 
fol-low me!*' 
fol-low me!" 




Soft - ly thro' the si • lence fall -ing,**Fol -low, fol-low 
LeaT-ing all things at His bid- ding, VFol- low, fol-low 
Once a -gain, O hear fiim call -ing/Tol- low, fol-low 



me!" 
me!" 
me!" 




m 
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- 1 - lee, 
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As of old He called the fish-ers, When He walked by Gal 

Hark ! that ten-derToice en-treat-ing Mar- i-ners on life's rough sea, 

Tnrn-ing swift at Thy sweet summons, Ev - er-more, O Christ, would we, 
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p i:in\ini' \ 1 1 i^ i\ 



I 



f» 




Still His pa - tient voice is plead- ing/'FoMow, fol-low me: 
Gen - tly, lev - ing - ly re- peat - ing, '*Fol-low, fol-low me!" 
For Thy love all else for- sak - ing, Fol-low, fol-low 7?hee! 

-<2 



■H hF ^ ^tr^^ 
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The Inner Circle. 



DiDICATBD TO RXT. J. WiLBUB CHAPMAN, D. D., AKD VIBST VOItmiM < 
MKKTINeS AT MOUHT VbBMON, IN NOTBMBBB 18B6. . 

FLORA KIRKLAND. W. •. WSEDEK. 




1. Have you heard the voice of Je - sus Whis-per, **I have <5ho-8enyoii"? 

2. As the first dis - ci - pies fol - lowed, As they went wher-e*er He sent; 

3. Or, if He shall choose to send lis On some er-rand in Hisname^ 

4. Mas-ter, at Thy foot-stool kneel-ing, We, Thy children, hum-bly wait; 
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Boefl He tell 
So to - day, 
We can serve 
Lead us, send 
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yoi 
we 
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What He wish 
On His lead- 
For our place 
Till we en - 
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same, 
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Chobvs. 




y V 1/ 1/ 1/ ' -»■ X ^ : ^ I' -V " I 

Are yon in the in - ner cir-cle? Have you heard the Mas-ter's call? 
Are you in the in - ner cir - cle? Have yon heard the Master's call? 
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HaTeyoagiv'n yoor life to Je •bus? Is He now your ,all in all? 
• Have you giv'n your 
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Fairest One I 
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Solo, Duet, ob Quabtbt and Ghobus. \ 

F. A. M. FBANK A. MILLER. 

SloWy tnith expression. 




1. There came a day in my sad life, When *mid its bot« iow,8tonii and strife, 

2. He told me how He loved me there, And gave me Hit deep love to share, 

3. Oh, years of love that in -ter-vene! Oh, vealks with Him thro' pastnres green, 




I walked a- lone (I walked a- lone); I heard a voice to fall of grace, 
To tell a-broad (to tell a-broad); He showed me His dear wounded side, 
Or mountain steeps (or mountain sleeps) ; My path grows brighter day by day. 




ji^^iJiNtji i J, JW';/ij. |j;j|j, i 



«.>' 



I looked, and lo! my Sav-ior's face Shone on my soul and all was peace, 

And said , * ^Thon shalt in me ^-bide, ' ' And there my soul was sat • is-ned, 

A - long this hallowed pilgrim way; And faith-fnl to the end, fi>r aye, 




W / ^ i jh 




ifj Bit, e dim. 



i^m 
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Fine *^^^*^s« FcaUr. f 



r 



O fair -est One! O fair -est One! 
' 'My Lord, my Ck)d, My Lord,my God 
His own He keeps, His own He keeps 



."VO fei 




fair - est One! Thy love a- lone 



V P 1 i/ , 
D.8. — O fair -est One! O fair-est One! 




D.S, 




*Cbora$ may be omitted if preferred. 

Free for His gierj—lWH— T. A. "MWet , ¥\^^^, T\%* 
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PAKlffT J. CBOBBY. 



Pass Me Not 



WILLIAM H. DOAHB. 




1. Paas me not, O gen-tU Sav -ior, Hear my hum -ble cry; While on 
3. Let me at a throne of mer - cy Find a iweet re - li^; Kneeling 

3. Trusting on - ly in Thy mer - it, Would I seek Thy &ce; Heal my 

4. Thou tiie Spring of all my com -fort, More than life to me; Whom hare 




oth - era Thou art smil -ing, Do not pass me by. 
there in deep con -tri - tion, Help my un - be-lief, f g^ _ . g^^ _ . 
wounded, bro-ken spir - it, Save me by Thy grace, f ' » ' • 

I on earth be- side Thee? Whom in heay'n bat ThN? J 




hear my humble cry, While on others Thou art calling, Do not pass me by. 
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Ciould I Speak the Matchless Worth. 

SAHXTEL MEDLEY. ABB. BT LOWELL MASON. 

fcfec=t£r=K=tr— -^ •-— -• — •*— ' 
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1. O could I speak the match • less worth, O could I 

2. I'd sing the pre - dous blood He spilt, My ran-aom 

3. Well, the de - light - ful day will come When my dear 




1/ I I 

sound the glo-ries forth. Which in my Sav • ior 

from the dreadful guilt Of sin, and wrath di 

Lord wiH bring me home, And I shall see His 



shine, I'd 
vine; I'd 
face; Then 




^ 



t 




•^9- 



I 



t 



^W\ b/ par. of W. H. Domm. W%Wli UVU, & \., o^mt «t cAvitViJft.\. 



O Conld I Speak the Matchless etc. Concluded. 153 
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soar and touch the heaven - ly stnsgpi, And Tie with Ga - briel 
Bing His glo • rioas ' right-eons-ness, In which all • per • feet, 
with my Say - lor, Broth - er, Friend, A blest e - ter - ni - 

■ V' "iT I ^i r-^-S ^ # E- 



s Jlb j t^-C-^ 




while He sings In notes al-most di - vine, In notes al - most di - vine, 
heay'nly dress My soul shall ev • er shine, My soul shall ey - er shine. 
ty _ I'll spend, Tri - om-phant in His grace, Tri-um-phant in His grace. 
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While Jesus Whispers to Yoa. 



W. E. WITTER 



H. H. PALMER. 






^^ 



1. While Je - sus whispers to yon, Come, sin-ner, come; While we are 

2. Are yon too heav - y - la - den? Come, sin - ner, come; Je - bus will 

3. Oh, hear His ten- der plead -ing, Come, sin-ner, come; Come, and re- 




i''it \ r'ii / I 



pray - ing for you, Come, sin - ner, come. Now is the time to own Him, 
bear your bur-den. Come, sin-ner, come. Je • sus will not de-ceiTeyou, 
ceiye the bless-ing, Come, sin - ner, come. While Je - sus whis-pers to you. 




Come, sin-ner, come; Now is the time to know Him^ Come, sin-ner, come. 
Come, sin-ner come; Je • sus can now redeem you, Come, sin-ner, come. 
Come, sin-ner, come; While we are pray-ing for you. Come, sinner, come. 




Oopyrigfit, 1879, bj Dr. H. R. Palmw. 13m&>»7 v«x. 

I 
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Shall I Let Him In? 



H. ». P. 



H. R. PALMER. 



1. Christ is knock-ing at my sad heart; Shall I let Him in? 

2. Shall I send Him the lov -ingword; Shall I let Him in? 

3. Yes, I'll o- pen this heart's proud door; Yes, TU let Him in; 












Pa-tient-ly plead-ing with my sad heart; Oh, shall I let Him in? 
Meek*ly ae-eept-ing my gra-cions Lord; Oh, shall I let Him in? 
Glad* ly 1*11 welcome Him ev - er- more; Oh, yes, 1*11 let Him in. 





Gold and proud is my heart with sin; Dark and cheer-less is all with-in ^ 
He can in - fint - ite love im-part; He can par-don this reb - el hearxri; 
Bless - ed Say-ior, a * bide with me; Cares and tri - als will light-er be^ 



r r r r if r ^g 



v—v 




V 
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Christ is bid-ding me turn un - to Him, Oh, shall I let Him in? 
Shall I bid Him for • ev - er de-part, Or shall I let Him in? 
I am safe if I'm on • ly with Thee, O bless-ed Lord,come in. 
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How LoTo I Thy Law. 
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Anon. 



**Tbe fear of the Lord is clean, enduring forever."— Ps. 19: 9. 

JAMES McGBANAHAN. 



Pj. i rjj'j / i j a j i fiij) 




it i \ 

1. Un • spot- ted is the fear of God, And ey • er doth en - 

2. They more than gold, yea, mach fine gold, To be de-si - red 

3. More-o - ver, they thy serv - ant warn, How he his life should 

4. Who can his er - rors un • der stand? From se • cret faults me 

5. And do not suf - fer them to have Do - min-ion o - ver 




rrrnr^irtV 







The judgments of the Lord are truth, And right-eous-ness most pure. 
Than hon - ey, hon - ey from the comb That drop peth,sweet-er far. 
A great re-ward pro - vid - ed is For them that keep the same. 
Thy serv- ant al - so keep Thou back From all pre-sump-tuous sins; 
I shall be right-eous, then, and from The great trans-gres-sion free. 



< r \Mf F f f i f ^ 




Chobus. Psalm 119: 97. 




**0 how love I Thy law, O how love I Thy law; It ismymed-i* 



p 



^ 
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ta - tion all the day. O how love I Thy law, O how 



1 ^^ 



*^ 
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Bit, 




love I Thy law; It is my med - i - ta - tion all the day (all the day)." 
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Christ Is AU. 



W. A. WILLIAMS. 




1. I en-tered once a home of care, For age and pen • a - rj were there, 

2. I stood be -side a dy-ing bed, Where lay a child with ach-ing head, 

3. I saw the mar-tyr at the stake, The flames could not his courage shake^ 

4. Then come to Christ, O come to-day, The Fa-ther, Son, and Spir-it say, 





L b T' 
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Tet peace and joy with - al; I asked the lone - ly moth - er whence 
Wait-ing for Je - sus' call; Imarked his smile, 'twas sweet as May, 
Nor death his soul ap-pall; I asked him whence his strength was giv'n, 
The Bride re -peats the call; For He willdeanseyour guilt -y stains, 
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Her help - less wid • ow-hood's de-fense, She told me^ ^Christ was all." 
And as his spir - it passed a- way. He whispered, "Christ is all." 
He looked tri-um - phant-ly to heav'n, And answered/ 'Christ is all.'* 
His love will soothe your wea-ry pains. For "Christ is all in all." 



klHHH i F f \ ['~[['t \ i^ I 



t 



Chobds. 
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Christ is all, all in all, Yes, Christ is all in all; 



UMdbypetnlMSflA. 



Christ Is All. Concluded. 
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duist is All, all. in all, Yes, Christ is all in all. 
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Petition. 



E.&B. 



EFFIE S. BLACK. 
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1. O 

2. We 

3. We 

4. Each 



Lord 

need 

need 

bro 



of life, we 

Thy strength, dear 

Thy help, that 

ken heart, each 
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come to 
Lord, to 
we may 
fall - ing 



Thee, 

live, 

be 

tear. 



Thy 
That 
Help- 
Thy 
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strength and help to 

we Thy life may 

ful to all a 

pity - ing eye can 



¥ 



plead, Enow - ing Thy 

prove. That oth - en 

ronnd; O may Thy 

see, And Then 'wilt 



hand 
may 
help, 
bless 
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can 

in 

and 

the 
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well sup - ply Each hnm - ble crea - tnre*s need, 

ns be - hold Thy good - ness and Thy love. 

strength,and love In each frail heart -be fonnd. 

con • trite heart That fain would rest in Thee. 
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men. 
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To Thee I Gome. 



M. L. WILSON. 

DuKT. Alto and Tenor. 



IDYL LONQ-HOLME^ 



^. ^iJ JIJ J I J J l^ 



1. Who hath ears to hear the call - ing Of the Spir • it, 

2. Tho' the yeaia have left hut sad - ness, And shall haunt me, 

3. Help hu - man - i - ty to hear Thee, Dear - est Lord, 
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Now like mom-ing dew-drops fall - ing, Let him hear 

Yet, with Christ is peace and glad -ness, Naught shall daunt 
Call -ing man to love and fear Thee, Thro' Thy word; 

J. i J J q J J J J. J. 
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me; 
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QUABTET. 
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And the Bride a-dorned doth say, '*Come em-brace the prof-fered day;'* 
Take the ves • sel, Lord, I pray. Thou the Pot-ter, I the clay; 
Not the good com *8t Thou to saye, But the hum-fole, sin-bound dlave;* 
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Trembling, pen - i - tent and dumb, Je - sus, Lord, to Thee I comeT 
Thou who when re- Tiled wast dumb, In Thy mer - cy, Lord, I come. 
Seek - ing all, blind, lame and dumb, Spir - it and the Bride say, **Oome." 
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Closing Hymn. 
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^ f Lord, dis - miss ns with Thy blesa-ing, Fill onr hearts with joy and peace; 

\ Let OS each, Thy love pos-sess-ing, Tri-umph in re - deem-ing grace; 
n CThankswegive, and ad - o - ra-tion, For Thy gos - pel's joy- fal aonnd; 

I May the fruits of Thy sal - va-tion In our hearts and lives a - tx>and; 
o TSo, when-e'er the sig-ual's giv-en Us from earth to call a* way, 

t Borne on an -gels* wings to heav-en, Glad the sum-mons to o -bey, 




O re - fresh us, O re - fresh us, Trav-'ling thro' this wil • der-n4 
May Thy presence, May Thy pres-ence With ns ev - er • more be found. 
May we ev- er, May we ev - er fieign with Christ in end-less day. 
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Orant, We Beseech Thee. 
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That the words we have 
heard this day may 
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Grant, we beseech Thee, Al-might - y God, 
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forth in ns The fruit of good living, to the honor and 
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praise of Thy name, thro' Je • sns Christ, our Lord. A 
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This response is used most effectively after the preaohVue ol\.\i% %«mc>wVa.NX3kfc ^SiV&^s '^-^JJ^sv, 
N. Y., Presbyterian Cburcb. 

Used by pennlaaloA. 
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Doxologies. 
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Praise God from whom all blesslDgs flow; Praise-Him.all creatures here below; 




Praise Him a-boye, ye heavenlj host, Praise Father, Son and Ho-lj Ghost. 
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Praise Ood From Whom. 
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